Digitized by Google 



ID AL lA. 



Digitized by Google 



Digitized by Google 



I D A L I A 



By OUIDA. 

AOTBOA OF **aft4isiioia,'' **oiiAaDOi^* nc. 

. 1/ i ^ 

'* BM»-vouB mon d^ioit ou mon anget 
J«]Mail%inaiB jemiiBvotreeMdaviu*-"Tioio» Hooo. 

" Love, not Rcrencly pure 

But strong from weakness like a chance-sown plant 
Whifih, oaot on stubborn wil, puts forth changed budi^ 
lod Mlt«r aftndns imkiumn in happier eUmot." 




LONDON ! 

CHAPMAN & HALL, 193, PICCADILLY. 

1867, 

IThe Sighi TratukUion i$ fuervid,'] 

Digitized by Google 



Digitized by Google 



CONTENTS TO VOL. I 



■ OTT AFTER T. 

TITE BORDER EAOLE 1 

CHAPTE B II . 

HAYIKG BROKEN niS RRF.AT) . L . . . , 31 

CHAPTER m. 

" SOUFFRTR EN BOl" 57 

CnAPTER IV. 

**N*ETES V0U8 PAS DU PARADIS?" . . . . fit 

OHAPTRR V. 

'*AN IGNIS PATUUS QT.KAM nr LOVE " > . .108 

CHAPTKR VT. 

THE WISDOM OF MOTHER VERONICA . . . . 127 

CHAPTER VII. 
THE BADGE OF THE wrr.vieii. T yy 148 



oogle 



VI CONTENTS. 



PAQB 

PASSION BOEN OF A ft T.ATffnw V* , , , , 173 

CHAPTER IX. 
RITTER TANWnAUfiEK . . . . . . . 

OHAPTEB X. 

PArRV-noT.T) ■ , . , . ^ , . . 256 

(MAPTEE Xn. 

"LA BELLE DAME SA^S MERCl" 299 



ID ALI A. 



CHAPTER 1. 

THE BOEDER EAGLE. 

It was a summer day late iu the year in the "wild 
moorland of the old Border. 

An amber light was on the lochs, a soft mist on 
field and fell ; the salmon^waters were leaping down 
from rock to rock, or boiling in the deep black pools 
beneath the birchee; the deer were herding in the 
glens and wooded dips that sheltered under the 
Cheyiot range, here, in the debatable land between 
the northern country and the Southrons, where 
Bothwell had swept with his mad Moss troopers, ere 
the Warden of the Marches let passion run riot for 
his fair White Queen, and where Belted Will's 
Tower still rose above its oaks, as when the bugle 
blast of the Howard sounded from its turrets, and 
the archers were marshalled against a night-raid of 
the Scots. On the distant seas, which once had 
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been dark with the galleys of Norse pirates, notliing 
now was in sight but a fisher-boat in the offing ; on 
the heather-moors, which had once echoed with the 
beat of horses* hoofs, as Douglas or Percy had 
Seoul ed through the gorse for a dashing Border 
fray» or a Hotspur piece of derring-do, there was 

only now to be heard the iiajj of a wild-duck's wing 
as the flocks rose among the sedges ; and the sole 
monarch of earth or sky was a solitary golden eagle 
soaring upward to the sun. 

With a single swoop tlie bird had come down 
irom his eyrie among th^ rocks, as though he were 
about to drop earthward ; then, lifting his head, he 
Spread his pinions in the wind that was blowing 
strong and fresh from Scotland through the heat of 
the August day, and sailed upward gloriously with 
slow majestic motion through the light. Far below 
him lay the white-crested waves gleaming a&r 
off, the purple stretch of the dark moors and 
marshes, the black still tains, the rounded masses 
of the woods; higher and higher, leaving earth 
beneath him, he rose in his royal grandeur, fronting 
tlie sun, and soaring onward, and upward, against 
the blue skies and the snowy piles of clouds, re* 
joicing in his solitude, and kingly in his strength. 

With his broad wings spread in the sun-gleam. 



Digitized by 



THB BOBDm SACEUB* S 

he swept through the silent air, his eyes looking 
at the lummance which hlinds the eysB of men, 
his empire taken in tlie vastiiess of tiie space that 
xncnarchs cannot gauge* and Mb plumes stretched 
in all the glory of his god-like freedom, his un- 
ebained liberty of life. Far beneath him* deep domt 
among the tangled mass of heather and brown moor 
grasses* glistened the lean cruel steel of a barrel, 
like the shine of a snake's back, pointiug up wax d, 
while the eagle winged his waj aloft; there* in his 
prond kingship with the sun, how could he note or 
know the steel tube*: scarce larger, from his altitude* 
than a needle's length, of his foe, hidden deep among 
the gorse and reeds 2 The sovereign bird rose 
higher and higher still, in stately flight. One sharp 
sullen report rang through the silence; a single 
grey puff of smoke curled up from the heafher ; a 
death-cij echoed on the air* quivering with a human 
agony; the eagle wheeled once round, a dizzy circle 
in the summer light* then dropped down through the 
snnny air— stricken and dead. 

Was it more murder when Casar fell ? 

The assassin rose from where he had knelt on one 
knee among the gorse* while his retriever started the 
wild-fowl np from the sedges of a pool, and strode 
through bracken and heath to the c^ot where his 
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science had brought down the eagle, at a distance, 
and with an aim, which marked him as one of the first 
shots in Europe. A hundred yards brought him to 
the place where his qnarxy had fallen, and he thrust 
the heather aside with impaiient movement; he was 
keen in sport as a Shikari, and he had looked for no 
rarer game to-day than the blackcocks or the snipes, 
or at yezy best a heron from the marshes* 

On the moor the King-bird lay, the pinions 
broken and powerless, the breast-feathers wet and 
bathed in blood, the piercing eyes, which loved ^e 
sun, blind and glazed with him ; the life, a moment 
before strong, fearless, and rejoicing in the light, 
was gone. A feeling, new and strange, came on his 
slayer, as he stood there in the stillness of the 
solitary moor, alone with the dead eagle lying at his 
feet. He paused, and leaned on his rifle, looking 
^downward : 

" God forgive me. I have taken a life better than 
nmy own ! " 

The words were involuntary, and unlike enough 

to one whose superb shot had become noted from 
ihe jungles of Northern India to the ice-plains of 
'Norway; from the bear -haunts of the Danube to the 
iropic forests of the Amazons. But he stood look- 
ing down on the mighty hud, while the red blood 
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welled through the blossoming furze, with something 
that WBB almoBt remorse. It looked strangely like 

slaughter, in the still golden gleam of the summer 
day. 

If you wonder at it, wait until you see an eagle 
die on a solitary moorland that was his kingdom by 
right divine, with all the gloiious liberty of life. 

The skill which yoa would have challenged the 
first marksmen in Europe to have beaten, will look, 
for a second at least, oddly base, and treacherous, 
and cowardly, when the Lord of the Air lies, like 
carrion, at your feet. 

Knee-deep in the purple heather, the destroyer 
leant on his gun, alone on the Scotch side of the 
Border, with the sea flashing like a line of silver 
light on his left, and the bold sweep of the Gheyiot 
Hills fronting him. The golden eagle had fallen by 
no unworthy foe; he was a man of very lofty 
stature, and of powerful build and sinew, his mus- 
cles close knit, and his frame like steel, as became 
one who was in hard condition from year's end to 
yearns end. His complexion was a dear bronze, 
almost as dark as an AraVs, though originally it 
had been fair enough; his black sweeping mou* 
staches and beard were long, thick, and silken ; his 
" eyes, large, and very thoughtful, the hue of the 
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eagle's lie iiad shot. His features were bold, proud, 
and ftvok, while bis bearing bad tbe. diatinotion 
of blood, with the dash of a soldier, the repose- 
ful statelinesa of the old regime, with the alert 
keenuess of a man used to rapid action, clear 
deoisioBt coolness under danger, and the wiles of the 
world in all its ways. Standing solitary there on 
the brown heath, his form rose tall and martial 
enough for one of the night riders of Liddesdale, or 
the Knight oi Snowdon himself, against the purple 
haze and amber li^t. 

In the days of Chevy Chase and Modden Pieid 
bis race bad been the proudest of the nobles on the 
Border-side, their massive keep reared in face of 
the Cheviots, the lands their own, over miles of 
rock, and gorse, and forest, lords of all the Marches 
stretching to the sea. Now all that belonged to bim 
was that wild barren moorland, which gave nothing 
bat the blackcock and the ptarmigan which bred 
in their wastes; and a hunting-lodge, half in 
rains, to the westward, buried under hawthorn, 
birch, and ivy, a roost for owls and a paradise for 
painters. 

splendid shot, Erceldoune; I congratulate 
you I " said a Yoice behind bim. 

The slajer of the golden eagle turned in surprise; 
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the moors, aU barren and profitless though they 
were, were his, and were rarely troddea by any step 
except his own. 

''Ahi your Gzaee? Good day. How does the 
Border come to be honoured by a visit from you ? '* 

"Lost my way ! " responded his Grace of Glen- 
catme, m inveterate sportsman and a hearty^ florid, 
stalwart man of sixty, clad in a Scotch plaid suit, 
and looking tike a well*to*do North-conBtxy fanner. 
"We're staying with Fitzaliayne, and came out 
allter the black gwne; lost all the, rest somehow, 
and know no more where we are than if we were at 
the North Pole. You're a godsend. Let me in- 
troduce my friends to youi Sir Fulke Erceldoime — • 
Lord Polemore — ^Mr. Victor Vane." 

The beggared gentleman raised his bonnet to tlie 
Duke's friends with much such frank soldier-like 
courtesy as that with which the Border lords, whose 
blood was in his veins, received Ohatelherault and 
Hamilton in the wild free days of old. 

" Shot an eagle, Erceldoune ? By George 1 what 
a bird," cried the Duke, gazing down amazed and 
admiring on the murdered monarch. 

^ I envy you, indeed I " said his companion whom 
he had named as Victor Vane. '' I have shot most 
things — men, and other birds of prey — ^but I never 
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kiUed an eagle^ not even in the Hartz or the 

Engadine/' 

Erceldoiine glftnced at him. 

**Thej are rare, and when they do appear we 
shoot them to ensure their scardty! Perhaps 
the eagle you would wish to kill is the eagle 
irith two heads? "What sport have yon had, 
Duke ? " 

Very bad ! Birds wild as the Bat, God 

bless my soul, your bag's full ! I say» we're nearly 
famished ; can't you let ns haye something to eat at 
your place youder?"^ 
** With pleasure, sir, if your G^ce can honour an 

owls' roost, and put up with a plain meal of cold 
game," said Erceldoune, as he thrust the dead hing, 
witli all Ins x^omp of plumage torn and blood-stained, 
into his bag with the blackcocks, ptarmigan, wild- 
duck, and snipes. 

" My dear fellow i Til thank you for a erost ; I'm 
literally starving," cried the nobleman, who ^vas 
pining so wearily for his luncheon that the words 
" cold game ' sounded to him like paradise. " And, 
by-the-way, if you've any of your father's Madeira 
left, you. might feast an emperor ; there wasn't such 
a wine connoisseur in Europe as Eegency Ercel- 
doune." 
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A shadow swept over the fkee of the golden 
eagle's foe as he whistled his dogs» and led the way 
for his guests over the moor, talking with the Duke. 
Yane caught the look» and smiled to himself; he 
thought it was hecause the ruined gentleman shrank 
from taking them to his heggftred home and his 
unluxurions tahle; he erred for once. Such a 
petfy pride was wholly impossible to the bold Border 
blood of Erceldoune ; he would have taken them to 
agaixet quite as cordially as to a mansion; he would 
haye given them, Arab-like, the half of all he had 
with &ank hospitality if that all had been only an 
oaten cake, and would never have done himself such 
mean dishonour as to measure his worth by the 
weight of his plate, the number of his wines, or the 
costliness of his soups. 

True, the world, he knew well enough, only 
appraised men by the wealth that was in their 
pockets ; but the world's dictum was not his deity, 
and with its social heart-burnings his own wander- 
ing, athletic, adyenturous, and hardy life had never 
had much to do. He loved the saddle better than 
the drawing rooms, and mountain and moorland 
better than the lust of fame or gold. 

It was not more than half a mile to the King's 
£est» as the sole rehc of the feudal glories of the 



Digitized by Google 



10 

Border lords was named, from au old tradition dating 
htuck to one of Malcolm of SooUand's hnntmg mds; 
tiie place would have maddened an architect or a 
lover of new stucco, but it would have eniaptuzed 
an archffiologist or an artist One half of it was xu 
rukuH-*a mass of ivy sad grey crumbling stone; the 
other half was of all styles of architecture, from the 
round quauit^tower of earliest date, to the fsntastiei 
peaked, and oriel window d Elizabethan. Birds 
made their nests in most of the chimney^, holly and 
hawthorn grew out of the clefts in the walls, the 
terraces were moss-grown, and the escutcheon above 
the gat-eway was lost in a prorusioa of bcarlet-leaved 
creepers. But there were a picturesqueneas, a 
charm, a lingering grandeur it had still; it spoke 
of a dead race, and it had poems in eyexy ruin, 
with the sun on its blazoned casements, and the 
herons keeping guard by its deserted weed-grown 
moat. 

God bless my soul ! How the place has gone to 

rack and ruin since I was here twenty years ago ! " 
cried the Duke, heedlessly and honestly, in blank 
amazement, as he stared about him. 

Erceldoone smiled slightly : 

" Our fortunes have gone to * rack and ruin,' 
Buke/' 
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" Ah, to be sure — ^yes, to be sure ! Sad thing!— f 
sad thingl No &alt of yours, though, Erceldoiuie. 
Your father shouldn't have been able to toooh the 

entail. He was Si ^Well, well I he's gone to his 

aeeoimt now/' said his Grace, pulllDg himself up 
short, with a perception that he was on dangerous 
ground, but continuing to gaze about Mm with a 
blank naxvet^ of astonishment Men used to call 
lum a ** sexagenarian schoolboy ; " it was too harsh^ 
for the Duke was a thoroughly good man of busi- 
ness, and a manly and honest friend, but it was 
true that the simplicity and candour of boyhood 

■ 

dung very oddly to him, and a courtier or a*&ie 

gentleman his Grace of Glencaime had never be- 
come, though he was not without a frank dignity of 
his own when roused to it. 

By an arched side-door, through a long corridor, 
they passed into a room in the southern and still 
habitable portion. of the house ; a long lofly room, 
lighted at the end with two magni£cent painted 
windows, panelled with cedar picked out with gold, 
hung with some half-dozen rare pictures, a Titian, 
two Watteaux, a Teniers, a Van Tol, and a Memling, 
covered with a once rich crimson carpeting, now 
much worn, and with some gold and sUver racing and 
hunting cups on the buffet The chamber was the 
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xdic of the lavish and princely splendour which 
scarce thirty years ago had been at its height in the 
King's Best 

** Ah 1 dear me — dear me ! " murmured the Duke, 
throwing himself into a fantenil. This is the old 
supper-room ! To be sure — how well I remember 
George lY. sittbg just there where yon stand. 
Lord ! how fond he was of your lather — birds of a 
feather 1 Well, welll we might be wild, wicked 
dogs — ^we were, sir ; but we had witty times of it. 
Begency Erceldoune was a yery briDiant man, 
though he might be a " 

Erceldonne, with brief courtesy to the Dnke, 
rang the bell impatiently to order luncheon, and 
turned to the other men : 

** I hope your sport and our moorland air may 
have given yon an appetite, for Border larders 
were never Tery well stocked, you know, except 
when the laird made a raid; and, unhappily, 
there is no ! lifting,* now-a-days, to add to our 
stock!" 

** My dear sir ! " laughed Vane, dropping his 
glass, through which he had been glancing at the 
Van Tol, " half a cold grouse when one is starving 
is worth all the delicacies of a Car^e when one is 

not in €xtremi$. I am delighted to make acquaint- 
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ance with your highly picturesque and mediseval 
abode; a landscape-painter would be in zaptores 
over it, if you might wish it a trifle more water- 
proof I" 

There was a certain dash of condescension and 
the suspioion of a sneer in the light careless words; 
if they were intended to wound, however, they missed 
their mark. 

** * Starving on the moors * would not be so very 
terrific to you if you had been sis days in the 
saddle on a handful of maize, as has chanced to me 
in the Pampas and the Cordilleras," said Ercel- 

donne, curtly: there is nothing your "mighty 

hunter before the Lord," who is known from the 
Libyan desert to La Plata, holds in more profound 
contempt than small miseries/' 

"Eh! What? Were you talking about your 
father's dinners ? broke in his Grace, who, lost in 
his reveries as his eyes travelled over the familiar 
chamber, was not very clear what was said. . They 
were the best in Europe ! I have seen Yarmouth, 
and Alvanley, and Talleyrand, and Charles Dix, and 
the best epicures we ever had, round that table ; I 
was a very young fellow then, and the dinners were 
splendid, Erceldoune ! He liked to outdo the king, 
you know, and the king liked to be outdone by him. 
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I don't bdieve he'd have gone quite the paee he did 

if it hadn't been for George." 

Eroeldoime moyed imfMLtiently ; these ktter royal 
memories connected mth the King's Best were no 
honour to him; they were so many brands of an 
extravagant vice, and a madman's ostentation, that 
had made him pennilesB* and hoaght a soTereign's 
smile with disgrace. 

"I dare say, 8ir» I noYer knew any use that 
monarcbs were yet, save in some form or another to 
tax their sabjects/^ 

• G-lencaime laughed:. he had not seen much of 
the man who was now his host, bittwhat he had 
seen he liked ; the Duke abhorred the atmosphere of 
adulation in which, being a Duke, he was compeUed 
to dwell, and Erceldouue*s utter incapability of sab* 
sernence or flattery refreshed him. 

At that moment iimcheon was served : the pro- 
mised cold game in abondance, with some prime 
yenison, some potted char, and a pile of superb 
strawbemes ; phun enough, and all the prodnce of 
the moorlands round, but accompanied by pure 
elaret> and serred on antique and massive plate 
which had been in the King's Best for centuries, 
and was saved out of the total wreck of its 
fortunes, and at which Lord Polemore looked 
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enyyingly ; he was ot the new ovtaiiom and* irovHi 
have given half his broad lauds and vast income 
to hare bought that " high and honourable aneient^ 

ness " which was the only thing gold could not pur- 
ehase £>r him* 

Ton have a feast for the gods, Erceldoone. If 
this be Border penury, commettd me to it cried 
Glencaime, as he attacked the haonoh.^th a hearty 
and abeorbed attention; like Louis Seize, be would 
have eaten in the reporter's box at the Assembly 
while Snlean was falling under twenty sword-throsts 
for Lis sake, and the Swiss Guard were perishing in 
the Oour Boyale* . ' 

''I am sure we are in&nitely indebted 1" mnr^ 
snored Polemoze, languidly^ gvudng at a Yenetiaa 
goblet given to an Erceldoune by the Queen Begent^ 
Mazy of Guise. 

** Nay, it is I wlio am the debtor to a most happy 
hazard* Try this wine/' said Enseldoune, with thai 
stately comtesy which 'vvas blent with his frank, 
href 9 soldier*like numners^; — sociality was not his 
nature, but cordial hospitality was. 

The Duke looked up. 

"Eh! Tokay? "What, the very wine Leopold 
gave your father ? Tiny bottles ? all cobwebbed ? 
TJiat's it ! The real unperial growth ; can't get 
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it for money. Ahl liow much liaye you got of it 

left ? " 

"Bat litde — only a dozen or so, I believe; bat 
of what there is I would ask the pleasure of your 
Grace's acceptance, if the ^nne find laToar with 
you#" 

" FftTour with me ? Hear the man. Why, it's 

Leopold's own growth, I tell you," cried his Grace. 
" As for giving it away, thank you a thousand times, 

but I couldn't — I wouldn't rob you of it for any- 
thing." 

"Indeed I beg you will, my dear Duke," said 
Erceldoune, with a slight smile. " To a rich man 
you may refuse what you like, but to a poor man 
you mast leave the pleasure of giving when he can." 

'* Eeally, on my soul, you're very good," said the 
Duke, whose heart was longing after the imperial 
vintage. " I ihauk you heartily, my dear fellow ; 
but you're too generous, Erceldoune ; give your head 
away, like all your race ! — ^like all your race ! If 
your ancestors had had their hands a little less free 
at giving, and their heads a little longer at their 
ei^enditure, you wouldn't have this place all tumble- 
down as it is about you now ! " 

" Generosity, if I can ever make claim to it, will 
not imperil me. Who has notLiug cm lose 
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nothing," said Erceldoune, briefly. He did not 
feel particularly grateful for this discassion of his 
own fortunes and his fathers follies before two 
strangers, and Vane, noticing this by tact or by 
chance, glided in with a question admiringly relatiye 
to a small gold salver singularly canred and &la* 
greed. 

No, you are quite right, it is not European," 
answered his host, glad to torn the Duke's remarks 
oft* himself, the person he liked least to hear talked 
of, of any in the world. '*It is Mexican. An 
Erceldoune. who was in Cuba at the time Cortes 
sailed, and who went with him through all the Aztec 
conquest, brought it home fxom the famous treasures 
of Ayazacotl. He bored a hole in it and slung it 
round his neck in the passage of the Noche Tiiste ; 
there is the mark now." 

•* Very curious I " murmured Polemore, with a 
sharp twinge of jealousy; he felt it hard that this 
man, living in au owl's roost on a barren moor, 
should hare had ancestors who were nobles and 
soldiers in the great Castilian conquest, while he, a 
discount and a millionnaire, could not even tell who 
his fathers were at that era, but knew they had been 
wool-carders, drawers, butterers, cordwainers, or 
something horrible and unmentionable ! 
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"Oat with Caries!" echoed Vane. ^'Then m 

have a link iu commoiiy Sir Faike. I have some 
Idtexican trifles that one of our hadky, who was a 
frknd of Velasquez de Leon, brought from the con- 
quest* So a Vane and an Evoeldonne fonght side . 
by side at Otuinba and in the temple of Huitzito- 
potchli? We most be Mends after such an 
augury?" 

Eroeldoune bowed in silenee^ neither accepting 

nor declining the proffered alliance. 

The BonHght poured throng the scarlet creepers 
round the oriel wLudows into the chamber, on to the 
red pile of the fruit in its glossy leaTes, the rich- 
hued plumage of the dead biids where they were 
hastily flung down, the gold and antique plate that 
was in sti'ange contrast with tlie simplicity of the 
fare served on it ; and on the dark martial head of 
the border -laird, where he sat with his great hounds 

couched About him in attitudes lor Landseer. He 
looked, on the whole, more to belong to those 
daring, dauntless, fleiy, steel-clad Cavaliers of the 
Cross, who passed with Cortes through the dark 
beU of porphyry into the sunlit yalley of the Venice 
of the West, than to the preeent -unheroic, unad- 
ventuitouSy unmoved, unadmiring age* Kear him 
sat Victor Vane» a man of -not more than thirty 
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years, rather under the middle size and slightly 

built; in his bearing easy and adatoonttic,' in 

feature although not by any means handsome, 

Teij attractive, with- blue eyes thai were always 

smiling with pleasant sunshine, hair of the lightest 

hoe that glanoed like silk, and a numiQi as delicate 

as a woman*s, that would have made him almost 

effeminate bat for the long amber nuMistaches that 

shaded it, while his face, though very fair, was 

perfectly colourless, which lent to it the delicacy, 

but also the coldness, of marble. • ..i . 

As the two men sat together — host'snd- guest — 

antagonism seemed more likely between them than 

alliance; and in such- antagonism, if^.it arose, it 

would have been hard to say which would be the 

victor. In a fiEur and open fight^ hand 4«o hand, the 

blood of the Northern Countrie would be sure of 

conquest, and Erceldoune would gain with the 

same ease and the same strength as that with 'whieh 

those in whose veins it had run before him had 

charged through and through a stand of -pikes," 

and stood the shock of the English lances ; but in a 

combat of finesse, in a duel of intiigue, where tiie* 

hands were tied from a bold stroke,- and all the 

intricate moves were made in the dark^ ilr would be 

a thousand to one that the bright and delicate 

0 2 
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Soutkron stiletto would be too subtle for the 
straight stroke and dauntless ehivalzy of the stal- 
wart Border steel. 

At that moment a despatch was handed to £rcel- 
doune by the single servant who lived in the King* s 
Best» and served him when he was there. The 
letter was sealed with the royal arms, and marked 

On her Majesty's Service." Its contents were but 
two lines: 

Sir Fttlke Erceldoune on service immediately. 
Report to-morrow by 11 a.m. at F. O.'* 

" From the of^ce asked the Duke» as his host 
tossed the despatch aside. 

"Yes. On service immediately. East Europe, 
I dare say.** 

'^Ah! the Cabinet brewing more mischief 
with their confounded pedagogue's pettifogging, 
I will bet!" cried his Grace. (The existing 
Government was his pet foe.) ''"When are you 

ordered ?" 

To-morrow. I shall take the night express, so 

I shall not need to leave here till midnight,'* 
answered Eroeldonnet to set at rest any fears his 
guests might feel that they detained him. " I wish 
they had sent BuUer or Phil Yanghan j I wanted a 

month more of the deer and the blackcock ; but I 
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must console myself with the big game in WaUachiay 
if X can find time/' 

**You serve her Majesty?" inquired Vane, who 
knew it well enough, as he knew all the state 
messengers in Europe. 

''The F* 0.9 rather/' laughed Erceldoune. 
*' Salaiied to keex^ in saddle ! Paid to post up and 
down the world with a state hag honoured with 
Havannalis, and a despatch- box maiked ' Imme- 
diate/ and filled with char, ehocolate^ or cayiare 

"Come, come, Erceldoune, that's too bad!" 
laughed the Duke. 

"Not a vvliit, sir I I went out to New York last 
year with royal bags imposing enough to contain 
tke ii'eedom of Caiiacla, or instructions to open an 
American war, but which had nothing in Uie world 
in them save a dinner-service for his Excellency, 
and some French novels and Paris perfumes for the 
First Secretary.'* 

The Duke laughed : 

"Well, that will hardly be the case now. Matters 
are getting very serious eastward ; everywhere over 
there the peoiole are ripe for revolt; I expect 
Venetia, and Galicia, and Croatia, and all the rest 
of them, are meditating a rising together. I happen 
to know those bags you take out will contain very 
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important declarations from us ; the Cabinet intend 
to send instractions to invite Torkej* commaad her 
rather, to—** 

" My dear Dnk^, it is cot for xoe to know what I 
take out ; it is sufficient that I deliver it safely," 
laughed £rceldoune» to check the pntpourings of his 
Grace's garmloixs tongue. 1 am no politician and 
diplom{iti8t> as you know well. I prefer hard riding 
to soft lying in either sense of the word.*' 

'* Wish everybody else did I " said the Duke. If 
men would keep to their own concerns and live as 
they oughty with plenty of sport and fresh air, every- 
thing would go smoothly enough. There'd be no 
marring or meddling then; a$ for this Cabinet^ it's 
just what Clarendon said of Bristol : ' For puxzHng 
and spoiling a thing, there was never his equal.' If 
the despatches you will earry to Moldavia don't 
embroil Europe, it won't be his fault, but there U be 
sure to be a postscript to 'em all, meaning, ' N.B. 
In no case will we fight 1 ' " 

"Who is severe now, Duke? On iny honour, 
you will make me feel as if I were Discord incarnate 
flying over Europe with her firebrand. I never took 
so poetic a side of the service before." 

He strove to arrest the reckless course of in* 
cautious revelations of the intentions in high places. 
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but it was useless. The Scotch Duke was oiT on 
the Foreign Office ill-deeds, and no power could 
have stopped him ; no power did until he had fairly 
talked himself hoarse, when he drank a deep glass 
of claret, and rone^ with reiterated Hurnks for his 
impromptu entertainment as sincere as they were 
Tolnble, and with cordial inyitation to his castle of 
Benitbmar, a stately pile upon the Clyde. 

'^And I hope you will allow me also to return 
your hospitalities in kind/' said Yane, with his 
brightest smile. Since yon have the mania of 
pMgrinamanie, as Guy Patin calls it, and are always 
going np and down Enrope, yon must pass coniinn- 
ally through Paris. I can only hope> both there 
and in Naples, you will very soon allow me the 
pleasure of showing you how much I hold myself 
the debtor both for the hospitality of to-day, and the 
acquaintance to which it has been so fortunate for 

4 

me as to lead. 

Erceidoune bent his head, and thanked him 
eourteoosly but briefly— he had no love for honeyed 
speeches — and offered them, as a modern substitute 
for the stizrop-cup, some cigars of purest flavour, 
brought over by himself £rom the West Indies. 

**How does Mr. Vane come in your Graee^s 
society?" he asked the Duke, as he accompanied 
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them across his own moor to put them cji route for 
Lord Fitzallayne'St the two others haviDg Mien 
slightly behind them^ 

How ? £h ? Why— I don't know—because he's 
staying at Fitz's, to be sore. ^ 
Staying there 

"Yes. Fitz swears by him, and all the women 
are in love with him, Uiough he's a pale insignifi- 
cant face, to my thinldng. What do yon know of 
him ? Anything agaixxst him — eh ? " 

** Safficiently about him to advise you, if you will 
allow me, not to let him glean £rom you the private 
intentions and correspondence of the ministry, or 
any instructions they may have given their repre- 
sentatives abroad. Only talk to him on such 
matters generally ; say no more to him than what 
the public knows/* 

"What? Ah! indeed. I apprehend yon. I 
thank you, sir^I thank you," said his Chrace, 
hurriedly, conscious that he had been somewhat in- 
discreet, but curious as any old gossip in a Breton 
knitting and spinning gossipry. '^But he stands 
yery well ; he comes of good blood, I think. He is 
a geutleman; you meet him at the best Courts 
abroad." 

" Possibly." 
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Then what the deuce is there agamst him ? " 

''I am not aware that I said there was aaything* 
bimply, I iaxow his character; I know he is an 
adyentoreK^-a political adyentnrer— associated with 
the ultra parties in Italy and Hungary. I do not 
think his social status is anything very remarkable, 
and I repeat my advice : do not take him into 
political confidence." 

" If the man can't be trusted, the man's a black- 
guard!" 

" My dear Duke ! la haute politique will nut admit 
of such simplifications* A man may be a great 

man, a great mimster, a great patriot, but all the 
same he may be^poEticaliy speaking— a great 

cheat ! Indeed^ is there a statesman who is not 
one ? " 

" True, true — uncomfortably true," growled his 
Grace ; " but of Victor Vane— what* s there against 
him ? What do you know — what w ould you imply ? '* 

«I < imply' nothing; it is the most cowardly 
word in the language. I know very httle, and that 
little I have said to place your Grace on your guard; 
and it is no secret ; Mr. Vane is well known abroad 
to be the determinate foe of Austria^ and to be 
widely involved in political intrigues. Of his career 
I know no further ; and of what I have said he is 
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welcome to hear every word, said Erceldoime, with 
a dash oi dBcisioii and impatieneey viiile he paused 
and pointed to a road running round a bend of grej 
covered sock beaide a brown and rapid moov 
sti^eam, which would lead tiieui by a short cut across 
the fella homewards* 

There they parted in the bright warm August 
afternoon^ as the son began to sink towards the 
westward ; his guests soon lost to sight behind the 
wild woodland growth of the half savage glen» while 
the last of the Border lords tuiaed backward to his 
solitary and mined homestead, sweeping over the 
feather with the easy swinging step of the bred 
moontaineery followed by hia brace of staglioiinds 
and two black and tan setters. 

" Salaried to keep in saddle ! Ptdd to post up 
and down Europe I " he had said, with a certain 
disdain, for Erceldoune was nothing more or less 
Hian a Queen'e messenger; a State courier, bound 
to serve at a State summons; holding himseK in 
readiness for Bussia or Teheran, for ice-fields or 
sun>scorched tropics^ for the swamps of Mexico or 
the rose plains of Persia, at a second's notice. But 
he suited the life, and the life suited him ; for he was 
a keen sportsman, and the first riderin £urope; was 
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Q^uailj at hia ease in an Arab camp and a Paris caf^, 
m :a Bolish snowHitoiiB, vith the wolTes baying in 
wrath and famine about the gieigh, and in the ciianoel- 
l^fie of a Bntbh plenipotentiai^ over iha daaofy 
dishes of a First Secretary's dinner; and had an iron 
eonstitaiion, a ftame steeled to all changes of climaie 
or inroads of fatigue, and that coohiess under close 
peril, and utter indifference . to- personal indnlgaicey 
which iiiade him renowned in the messenger service, 
and as^mach at home in the Desort as a Sheikh. 
Indeed, the Desert life could not have been bolder, 
and fipeer, and simpler than that which Erceidonne 
had led from his boyhood, partly from nature, partly 
from habit; he had as much of the barbaric chief in 
him as he had of the man of the world. 

Hifi father— Begency Erceldoone, as he ma called, 
from his alliance with " the mad Prince and Poy- 
nings'' — had been a gambler, a debauchee, and a 
drunkard, though a gentleman with it all. Such 
orgies as Oeorge Bex had at the Cross Deep, his 
fi'ieud and favourite had at King's Eest, mad, witty, 
ziotouBi and shameless aa the worst days of lasci- 
vious Pwoiue. Lands and money went in them till 
there were neither left; and his son, brought to 
them and taught them, while he was nothing but 
a child, had sickened of the idee in which he was 
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steeped as thoroughly as, had he been brought up by 
precisians, he woold have cnred and loved it. He 
saw men levelled with brutes, and made far more 
bestial than the beasts ; and his nature reared itself 
Otti of the slough, and refused the slavery of sen- 
suality. If he were too early contaminated, he was 
all ike earlier revolted. 

When he was twenty-two his father died ; and he 
was left the last Master of King's Best (by the old 
title long dropped in desuetude) , with some miles of 
moorland and a beggared fortune, not a single re- 
lative, and not a chance of a career. A certain wild 
and witty peer, who had been prominent in the 
orgies of the Boissy of the Border — saying nothing 
to him, for the Erceldoune stock was feunous for a 
pride, which perished rather than bend — ^got him 
offered a messengership ; and his first meeting with 
officials at the Foreign Office was characteristic, and 
had not a little influence on his career. In the 
Board-room, at the hour when he was being re- 
ceived by those sleepy and solenm personages the 
Heads of a Depaitmeat, there lounged in a minis- 
ter, as celebrated lor his cheery and £usetiou8 
humour as for his successful and indomitable states- 
manship ; for his off-hand good nature as for his 
foreign policies. The Heads bowed submissive 
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before my lord ; my lord gave his rapid, lucid orders, 
and, as he was lounging out again, put up his eye* 
glass at Erceldoune. 

" Messengership ? WeVe too many messengers 
already," he said, cutting in two the reply of the 
Board to his interrogation. " Only ride over one 
anoiher^s way, and lose half the bags among them. 
Who are you, sir ?" 

** Fulke Ereeldonne," said the Border lord, with 
no birthright but some barren acres of heather, re- 
turning the great Ministez^s stare as calmly and as 
haughtily; insolence he would not have brooked 
from an emperor. 

''£rceldoune! God bless my soul, your father 
and I were like brothers once," said his lordship, 
breaking oE his sharp autocratic cross-examination 
for the 9am fagon good-hearted familiarity of tone, 
most usual and congenial to him. Not a very holy 
fraternity either ! Monks of Medmenham I Who 
sent you up for a messengership ? Lord XK>ngboum ? 
Ah I very happy to appoint you. Go in for your 
examination as soon as you like." 

I thank yon, my lord, no. You hare said, ' You 
have too many messengers already.' 

The minister stared a minute, and then laughed, 

''Pooh, pooh! Never mind what I said! If 
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you're like what your iiEitlier wa8» jou woxi!t compUon 

of a sinecuie.'* 

The boj-master of King's Beat bowed to the 
cabinet councillor. 

"1 9m not what he was; and I do not take money: 
kom the State, if the State do not need my sei- 
Tices. I did not come here to seek a pension 1 " 

The great statesman stared at him a second with 
a blank amaaement; his condescension had never 
met with such a rebuff and such a scruple in ail liis 
length of years and of office* The grave and re- 
verend Heads that bent to the earth in docility and 
servility before the Foreign Secretary, gazed at the 
offender with such horror of reprobation as the 
members of the Inquisition might have bestowed on* 
a blasphemer who had reviled the Host and rebelled 
against the Holy See. Erceldomie stood his ground 
cahnly and indiiferently ; he had said simply what 
he meant, and, in the pride of his yonth and his 
niin, he was grandly careless whether he had closed 
the door of every career upon himseHv and con- 
demned himself to starve for life on his profitless 
acres of tame and gorse. 

The iVlnubler looked at him, with his keen blue 
eyes reading the boy through and* through ; then a 
rich humour lighted up tliek glittering azure light. 
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and he laughed aload^a mellow^ xingingy Irish 
ndrtb, that stariled all ihe dxowBf echoes and pom« 
pooa stillnees of Downing-street. - 

" You hit hard and straight, my yoitng Sir Fulke? 
Very dangerous habit, sir, and very expeneive : get 
lid of it I Go before the oommissioiiere to-m<aiow» 
and pass your examination. I'll give you an attache- 
ship, if yon like it better, bat I don't think you'll do 
for diplomacy 1 I shall see you i^ain. Good day 
toyou." 

The minister nodded, and left the Board-room 
with as much dash aoid li^tness in bis step when 
he ran down^stairs, as if he were still a Harrow boy; 
and, in Hiat two minutes' interview in the Foreign 
Office, Erceldoune had made a friend for life in one 
who— if he had a short political memory, and took 
up policies, or treaties, and dropped them again 
with a ebaiming facility and inconstancy, as oeeasion 
needed — was adored by every man he employed, and 
was as loyal to his persmial Mendshig^s as he was 
staunch to his personal promises. 

True to his word, he ga>ve Erceldoune bis choice 
of an attach^ship, a xnessengership, a commission, 
or one of those fashionable and eosy appointments 
in Downiiig-stieet where younger sons and patrician 
prot^g^ yawn» make thdbr race books, diseitts the 
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points of demi-reps and rosi^es, circulate the last 
epigram round the town, manufacture new and sub- 
limated liqueur recipes» and play at baccarat or 
chicken hazard in the public service. Eroeldoune 
took the messengership ; £:om a motive which 
stroBgly coloured his character and career even 
then — ^honour. 

His father, deep in a morass of embarrassments, 
had lived like a prince of the blood ; his son had 
taken, in sheer revulsion, an utter abhorrence of all 
debt. lie had been steeped in dissolute vices and 
lawless principles from his earliest years ; and the 
mere wildness of men of his own years looked 
childish, and was without charm, beside the orgies 
through which he had passed his noviciate while yet 
in his youngest boyhood. He had seen men of 
richest wit, highest powers, brightest talents, noblest 
blood, suddenly disappear into darkness and obli- 
vion, to drag on an outlawed life in some wretched 
continental town» through that deadly curse of 
usury, which had given their heritage to the 
HebrewBy and let them glitter leaders of fashion for 
a decade, only to seize their lives more surely at 
the last ; and he had sworn never to give his own 
life over to the keeping of that vampii'e which lulls 
us into an opium-like dream for one short hour« to 
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drain our best blood drop by drop with its brute 
fangs and its insatiate thirst. Had he gone into the 
army, where his own wishes would have led him, or 
had he taken one of the diplomatic or civil fashion- 
able appointments offered him, the circles into 
which he wonld have been thrown must have flnng 
him into debt, and into every temptation to it, how- 
ever he might have resisted : he mnst have lived as 
those about him lived ; the mere bare necessities of 
his position would have entailed embarrassments 
from which the liberty of his nature revolted as 
from a galley-slave's fetters. In Erceldoune^s creed 
a landless gentleman was worthy of his blood so 
long as he was free— no longer. 

Therefore he entered the messenger service ; and, 
on the whole, the life, which he had now led for 
about a score of years, suited him as well as any, 
save a soldier's, could have done; the constant 
travel, the hard riding, the frequent peril, the life of 
cities altematinft with the life of adventnre— these 
were to ins taste. And while in the capitals of 
Europe there was not a woman who conld beguile, 
or a man who could fool him, the Mexican 
guachos found in him a rider fleet and fearless as 
themselves; the French Zephyrs knew in him a 
volunteer, fiery and elastic as any their bat- 
VOL. » 
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talions held ; the fishers of Soandiiuma had liyed 

mtk him through many a hlmding icy mid- 
night 8ea-8tonn; the CireaSBia&s had feasted and 
loved him in their mighty momitain strongholds; 
and the Bedaweens welcomed as one of themselves 
the Frank, who rode as they rode, without heeding 
the iBCorch of the brazen skies and sands ; who could 
bring down a vulture on the wing whirling right 
. betwixt has sight and the btiming son, a black speck 
on the yellow glare; who could live hke themselves, 
if needs be, on a draught of water and a handiol of 
maize or of dates, and who cared for no better bed 
than their desert solitudes, with his saddle beneath 
his head, and the desert stars shining above. 

Love he had known little of ; no human life had 
ever become necessary to his, or ever obtained the 
slightest sway over, or hold upon, his own ; in this 
he was exceptionally fortunate. What were dear to 
him were those profitless, nseiess moorland wastes 
of heath and heron-creeks, of yellow gorse, and 
brown still pools, the sole relics of his barren Border 
heritage, and which self-denial and renunciation had 
kept free from claim or burden. 

The sun was sinning full on the King's Eest as 
be xetiuned, and he leaned over the low gate of the 
stable entrance, looking at the ivy-liidden ruins, 
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which were all which remained ib him of the poesea- 

sions of a race that liad once been as great as the 
Hamilton, the Dotif^, or the GnBme,and cf which 
an empty title alone was left him, as though to make 
his poTorfy and its decay luora marked* Xhese did 
not often weigh on liim ; he cared litUe for riches, 
or for what they hiought ; and ia the adventiize and 
the vigour of a stirring wandering life there were a 
richness of colouring and a fnlkiefls of sensation 
which, together witli a certain simplicity of taste and 
habit that was . natural to himself, prevented the pale 
hues and narrow lines of impoveiibiied foituues 
from* having place or note. Bat now ihe Xhike's 
words had recalled them; And he looked at the 
King's Best with more of melancholy, than his 
dauntless and viiiie natuie often knew. There, over 
the lofty gateway, where the baimer of a great feudal 
line had floated, the scailet leaves of tlie Yirginiaji 
parasite alone were given to the wind. In the moat, 
where on many a summer night the night-riders 
had thundered over the hndge to scoor, hiU and 
dale with the Warden of the Maiches, there were 
now bat the hoot of the heron, the nests of the 
water-rat, and the thick growth of sedges and water- 
lilies. In the chambers where James IV. had 

feasted, and Mary Stuart rested, and Charles 

» s 
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Edward found his loyalest friends and saftest refuge, 

the blue sky shone through the open rafters, and the 
tattered tapestry trembled on the walk, and the fox 

and the bat made their coverts ; the grand entrance, 
the massiye bastions, the stately towers which had 
been there when the bold Border clueftams rode out 
to join the marching of the clans, had vanished like 

the glories of Alnaschai's dream, all that remained 

to tell their place a mound of lichen-eoTered ruin, 

with the feathery grasses waving in the breeze 
it was the funeral pile of a dead race. 

And the last of their blood, the last of their title, 
stood looking at it in the hght of the setting sun 
with a pang at his heart. 

" Well 1 better so than built up with dishonoured 
gold ! The power and the pomp are gone, but the 
name at least is stainless," thought Erceldoune, as 
be looked away from the dark and shattered ruins 
of his heritage, across the moorland, golden with its 
gorse, and towards the free and sunlit distance of 
the seas, stretching far and wide. 
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myjKQt BBOKBN HIS BREAD, 

" What did you think of that man ? " said Lord 
Polemore to Victor Vane that eyening over his 
coffee in the drawing-rooms, out of the Duke's 
hearing. 

Think of Mm? think of him f WeUh-I think 
he will die a violent death." 

Good gracious ! ** said the peer, with a little 
shiver. Why?" 

"I never analyse!" laughed Victor, soMy. **I 
think so, — because I think so. He will get shot in 
a duel, perhaps, for saying some barbaric truth or 
other in the teeth of policy." 

** Who is that you are prophesying for with such 
charmingly horrible romance ? " asked a very pretty 
woman. 

*' Fellow we met on the moor," answered Pole- 
more. Queer fellow ! Beggar, you knowr-holes 
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in the carpets, rats in the rooms, — ^and yet, on 
my honour, Venice goblets and Mexican gold! 

Absurd ! " 

*^ What ! a beggar with holes in his coat and lats 

in his pockets with Venice glass and Mexican 
ingots ! " cried the beantiful blonde, who had been 

listening languidly. 

No, no I Not sort of beggar, 70a know,'' 

interpubed tlie peer. " Man that lives iii a lot of 

ruins. Messenger feUow-^lonohed wiUi him to-day. 

Wietciied place ; only £t fur Lats , no household, 
BO cook, no anything; odious dungeon I And yet, 
on my word, if the fellow isn't ridiculous enough to 
Bitirve up .his dry bread on gold salvers, and pour 
his small beer into Cinque Cento glasses ! " 
. Come ! we had very fair ydne considering it 
was a Barmecide^s feast,** laughed Vane. 

^Height of abaurdity, you knowP^ went on 
Polemore, waxing almost eloquent under the spurs 
of. the twinges of enyy he had felt while at luncheon. 
** Fancy, Lady Augusta ! here's a man nothing but 
a courier, he says himself always racing up and 
down Europe iviih bags ; so hard up that he has to, 
shoot for himself everything that he eats, au(jL living 
in a wretched .rat>hole I wouldn't turn a dog into ; 
yet keeps gold and silver things, fit for a prince, and 
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teOs yoa bombastioal stories about his ancestors 
Laidng baen caciques of Mexico ! For my party I 
don't doubt he stole them allt 

"Bravo! Bravissimo ! laughed Victor Vane. 
''And what is mneh more^ Iiady Augusta, this 
Border savage wears deer^skins in the rough, ' lifks ' 
caifle when the moon^s dark, and has a fricassee of 
young children boiling in a cauldron. Quite d 
Vantiqtte, you see ! *' 

*^ But who ia the creature V " asked the lady, a 
liiHe bewildered^ a little interested, and a good deal 
amused. 

" Oh—let me see — ph ! he calls himself Fulke 

Erceldoune,'' said Polemore, with an air of never 
having heard the title, and of having sizong xeasons 
far believing it a false one. 

A man standing near,» turned at the name. 

" Fulke ? You are talking of Fuike Erceldoune ? 
Best fellow in the world, and has the handsomest 
strain of black-tan Gordon setters, bred on the 
Begent and Bake cross, going anywhere.^ 

** Oh — ^ah — do you know him, then ? " murmured 
F^lemore, a little discomfited. 

** Bather ! First steeple-chaser in the two coun- 
tries; tremendous pots *alwayB on him. Know 
him ! — ask the Shire men. Saved iny life, by the 
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way, last year — fished me out of the Gulf of Spezzia, 
when I was ail but spent; awful tempest at the 
time ; very nearly drowned himself. Is he here^ do 

you say 'i " 

" He's at that wretched rat-hole of his/' grumbled 
Polemore, sorely in wrath. 

Em^g Best ? Didn't know that. Go and see 
him to-morrow.'* 

*^ What remarkably conflicting statements ! " mur- 
mured Lady Augusta, with languid amusement A 
beggar and a savage ! — a preux chevalier and a pala- 
dm of chivalry ! Singular combinatiou this — what 
is it?— Folke Erceldoone.'^ 

"Nay," laughed Vane, "it was a combination 
common enough in the old days of chivalry, and our 
friend seems to me better suited to the Cinq^ue 
Cento than the present century. Just the sort of 
man to have been a Knight Templar with Coeur de 
Lion, or an adventurer with Pizaxro, with no capital 
and no credit but Lis Toledo blade.'* 

" Trash ! " said the absent man's defender, with 
impatient disdain that almobt roused him into 
energy, ^'Erceldoune is a splendid fellow. Lady 
Augubta. I only wish you could see him ride to 
hounds. Li saddle ; in sport ; on a yacht deck in 
a Sturm ; with any big game you like — pigs, bisons, 
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tigers ; swimming in the Turkish waters in mid- 
winter; potting lions with the Kabyles and the 
Zouaves — ^put him where you will, he's never at a 
loss, never beaten, and can do more than twenty 
men put together. Dash and science, you know ; 
when yon get the two together, they alwajra win. 
As for money — all the good old names are impo- 
verished now, and it's the traders only who have 
any gilding," 

With which fling at Polemore^whose fathers 
were of the Cottonocracy — ^the champion, some- 
thing disgusted at having been entrapped into such 
a near approach to anjrthing like interest and excite- 
ment, turned away, and began to murmur pretty 
nothings, in the silkiest and sleepiest of tones, into 
the ear of a Parisian marquise. 

"Extreme readiness to break yonr neck, and 
extreme aptitude for animal slaughter, always ap- 
pear to be the English criterion of your capabilitiea 
and your cardinal virtues," murmured Vane, with his 
low light laugh, while Polemore, sulkily aggrieved, 
muttered to himself : 

"Man that's a beggar to keep Mexican things 
and have his bare bones served up on gold dishes — 
ridiculous, preposterous ) If he's so poor, he must 
be in debt; and if he's in debt he ought to sell 
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them, out of common honesty. Cheats his creditors — 
dearlj ohMto Ms cveditoni 1 " 

And so— liaviiig broken his bread and eaten his 
8a]t----tthey talked of him : lliere are a few rode nomad 
Arab virtues that have died out with civilisation; 
and the Sheikh mil keep ffdth and zetiini your 
hospitalities better than Society. 

Thai ereningy a Dalmatian, who was the body- 
servant of Victor Vane, a very polished and con- 
fideniiaUy nseM person, rode over to the little 
station nearest Lord Fitzallayne and sent a 
telegram, which he read from a slip of paper, to 
Paris. It ran thus, save that it was in a polyglot 
jomble of languages which would have defied any 
ti'anslation without a key : 

The Border Eagle flies eastward. Clip the last 
feather of the wing. Only La l^icciula. Idalia or 
pearls of lead, as you like* Take no stqiB till be* 
yond the King's. Tiien make suie, even if 
White coats in full muster; Crescent horns up; 
PerJidc, as usual, brags but won't draw. N.B. The 
Eagle will give you beak and talons." 

Which, simply translated, meant — 
Erceldoune, Queen's Courier, will take the F. O. 
bags into the Principalities. Believe him of the 
last despatches he has with him. We only want 
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the smallest bag. I lea^se you to choose how to 
manage this; either mth a saoeessfal intrigae or«a 
Bore rifle-shot. Do uot stop liim till he is heyond 
Turin* Secure the papers^ even if you have to take 

his life to get them. The Austiiaus are iu. strong 
f€»roe eTezywhere'; matterg in Turkey, as regards the 
Principalities, are against us; England, as usual, 
buUiesy but will not be drawn into a war. 
This Erceldoime will give you tiuubie, and fight 

bard." 

And being, translated by the xecipient in all its 
intxicaeies ef implication and commandy would mean 
far more. 

The tired tdegrapb clerk, who yawned and did 

nothing all day long in the little out-of-the-world 
Border station, save when be sent a message for the 
lodge to town, rubbed his heavy. eyes, stared, told 
off the jumbled Babel of phrases with bewildered 
brain, and would barely have telegraphed them all 
in due order and alphabet but for the dexterous 
care of the Dalmatian. 

While the message was being spelled out, the 
ni^t-express dashed into the station, with red 
lamps gleaming through the late moonless night, 
and its white steam cloud flung far out on the gloom, 
flashing on its way from Edinburgh across the 
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Border land, — a tali man, dressed in a dark loose 
coat of soft Cauadiaii fonii mth a great cheroot in 
his mouth, ran up the station stau's, and threw down 
his gold : 

** First class to town ; — all right." 

He took his ticket* flung open a door of an un- 
occupied carriage, and threw himself into a seat 
with the rapidity of one used never to idle time 
and never to he kept waiting by others, and the 
train, with a clash and a clang, darted out into 

tiie daikness, plunging down into tlie gloom as into 

the yawning mouth of Ayemus, its track £untly told 

by the wraith-hke smoke of the wreathing steam 
and the scarlet gleam of the Bignal*lamps. 

Tiie Dalmatian had looked after iiim with some 

curiosity : 

** Who is that ? " he asked the clerk. 
Erceldoune, of the King^s Best He is a 
Queen's messenger, you know, always rushing about 
at unearthly times, like a wandering Jew. I say, 
what the dickens is that word; Aiabic, ain't 
it?" 

The Dalmatian, with a smile, looked after the 
train, then turned and spelt out the words. 

Such gibberish ! If that ain't a rum start some- 
how or other, I'm a Dutchman," thought the tele* 
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graphist, with a yawn, retnming to his dog-eared 
green-coTered sbilliug noYel» relating the pungent 
adventares of a soiled dore of St. John's Wood, and 
showing beyond all doubt — ^if anybody ever doubted 
it yet — ^that Tirtae, after starving on three-halfpence 
a shirty will be rewarded with pneumonia and the 
parish sheU, while vice eats her truffles, drinks her 
wines, and retires with fashionable toilettes, and a 
competence, to turn repentant and respectable at 
leisure. Meanwhile, the night-express rushed on 
through silent hills, and sleeping hamlets, over dark 
water-pools and through bright gaslit cities, and 
above head the electric message flashed, outstripping 
steam, and flying, like a courier of the air, towards 
France before the man it menaced. 

With noon on the morrow the best-known mes- 
senger in the service reported himself at the Foreign 
Oilice, received despatches for Paris, Turin, and 
Jassy, and started with the F. 0. bags as osnal 
express. 

Had any prophet told him that as he lay back in 
the mail-train, with a curled silver Eastern pipe 
coming ont of his waving beard, and papers of 
critical European import in the white bags lying 
at his feet, Chance was drifting him at its wanton 
caprice as idly and as waywardly as the feathery 
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smoke it floated down on the wind, Erceldoune 
would haye contemptuoadiy denied j that CSiaiioe 
could ever affect a life justly bsdaneed and rightly 
held in rein. He would have said Chance was a 
deity for women, fetaHsta, and fools ; a Fetish wor- 
shipped by the blind. The Border ohiefs oi the 
!Ein^s Best had *belieyed in the might of a strong 
. arm and in the justice deft by a long iwo-edged 
sword, and left weaklings to bow to Haxaird>-attd 
the spirit of their creed was stiU his. \ 

Tet he might 'haye read a lesson from the deailh 
of the moorland eagle ; — one chance shot from the 
banel hid in the heather, and poweti atrength, 
liberty, keen sight, and lordly sovereignty of soli- 
tude were over, and the ]dng4>ird reeled and fell I 

Bat to draw the parable would not have been at 
all like his TigorDns natare » irtate eonrier has 
not much habitude or taste for Oriental metaphors 
and highly-spiced romances,- and he had too mneh 
of the soldier, the Shikari, the man of the world and 
the Arab condbined, to leare him anything whatever 
of the poet or the dreamer. Men of action may 
hare grave, bnt they nevei? have visionary thoughts, 
and life with Erceldoune was too gallant, strong, 
and rapid a stream*— ever in inoeasant motion, 
though calm enough, as deep waters mostly are— 
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to leave him leisure or indination to loiter Un- 
geringlj or dreamily upon its banks. Befleotioii 
was habitual to him, imagination was Alien to him. • 
Ey midnight he reached Pari^, and left his de- 
spatches at the English Embasi^. There was no 
intense pressure of haste to get Turin-wards so long 
as he was in the &r Eastern Principalities bj the 
1^ riday, and he waited for the early mail train to the 
South, instead of taking a special one, as he would 
otherwise have done, to get across the Alps. If a 
few hours weie left nnder his own control in a dtj^, 
£rceldoune never slept them away; he slept in a 
laUway carria^y a traydluig csniage,. on deck, in a 
desert, on a raft rushing down some broad river that 
made the only hi^w^y through JBulgarian or Bour 
melian forests-^ — anywhere where novelty, discomfort, 
expp6are» or danger would hare been likely to banish 
sleep from most men; but in a city be neglected it 
with an independence of that n^oessily of life which 
is chaiacteristic of the present day. There is a 
caf6, whether in the Bue Lafitte^ Biyolif Castiglione» 
or La Paix, matters not ; here, in the great gilded 
salon, with its innuqierable mirrors and consoles 
and little oval tables, or in the little cabinets, with 
iMr rosewood and gilding, and green velvet and 
rose satin, if there be a bouquet to bci tossed down 
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on the marble slab, and the long eyes of a Lanre or 
Agiicte to £ash over the wines» while a pretty painted 
fan taps an impatient rataplan or gives a soft blow 
on the ear — may be found after midnight a choice 
but heterogeneous gathering. Secretaries of all the 
legations, Queens messengers, Charivari writers. 
Eastern travellers, great feuilletonists, great artists, 
princes if they have any wit beneath their purples, 
authors of any or all nations — all, in a word, that is 
raciest, wittiest, and, in their own sense, most select 
in Paris, are to be met with at the Caf6 Minuit, if 
you be of the initiated. If you be not, you may 
enter the cb£6 of course, since it is open to all the 
world, and sup there off what you will, but you will 
still remain virtually outside it. 

Erceldouue was well known here : it is in such 
republics only that a man is welcomed for what he 
is, and what he has done — not for what he is worth. 
He was as renowned in Paris because he was so 
utterly unlike the Parisians, as lie was renowned in 
the £a8t because he so dosely resembled the Arabs ; 
and he entered the Cafe I^lmuit for the few iioiiis 
which lay between his axrival at the Embassy and 
his departure for Tuiin. 

None of his own special set had dropped in just 
tlieu ; iiadeed, iLere were but few of them in Paris. 
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As lie sat at ids accustomed table, glancing through 

a joomaly and with the light fxom the gaseUer aboye 

shed full on his face — a face better in unison with 

drooping deBert-palms, and a (Reaming stand of. 

rifles, and the dusky glow of a deep sunset on Niger 

or on Nile, for its setting and background, than 

with the gilt arabesques and florid hnes and white 

gaslight of a French cafe — a new comer, who had 

entered shortly afterwards and seated himself at the 

same table, addressed him on some topic of the 

hour, and pushed him an open case of some dainty 

scented cigarettes. 

Erceldoune courteously declined them : he always 

smoked his own Turkish tobacco, and would as soon' 

have used cosmetiques as perfumed cigars; and, 

answering the remark, looked at the speaker. He 

was accustomed to read men thoroughly and rapidly, 

even if they carried their passports in cipher. 

What he saw opposite him was a gracefully made 

man,, of most picturesque and brilliant beauty 

of a purely foreign type, with the eyes long, dark, 

and melting, and features perfectly cut as any 

cameo's — a man who might hare sat to a painter for 

Lamorai d'Egmont, or for one of Fra Moreale's 

reckless nobly*bom Free Lances, and might have 

passed for five-and-thirty at the most, till he who 
VOL. I. a 
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should have looked doeely at the 'lines in the rich 
reckless beautjr^ and caught a certain look in the 
lustrous half«Teiied eyes, would have allotted him^ 
justly, Mteen full years more^ 

Erceldoune gave him one glance, and though 
there was little doubt about his type and his order, 
he had known men of both by the hundreds. 

** Paris is rather empty, monsieur ? Sapristi I 
The asphalte in August would be too much for a 
salamander/^ pursued the stranger, over his bouiila- 
baisse. He spoke excellent French, with a mel- 
lifluous southern accent, not of France. 

Erceldoune assoated. iLike all traTellers or men 
used to the world, he liked a stranger foil as well as 
a Mend for a companion — perhaps rather the better ; 
but lie was naturally silent, and seldom spoke much, 
save when strongly mored or much prepossessed by 
those whom he conversed with : then he would be 
eloquent enough, but that was rarei 

** Thousands come to Paris this lime of tlie year, 
but only to pass through it, as I daresay you are 
doing yourself, monsieur ? " went on the Greek, if 
such he were, as Erceldoune judged him by the eyes 
and the features, worthy of Phidias' chisel, rarely 
seen without some Hellenic blood. 

" For the season the cify is tolerably foil ; trayel- 
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lers keep it so» as you say/' answeied EroeIdoi]]ie» 

who was uever to be entrapped into talking of 
himself. 

" It is a great mistake for people to travel in 
flocks* like swallows and sheep," said his viyaicioiis 
neighbour, whose manners were very cai-eless, giace- 
and thoroughly polished, if they had a dash 
of the Bohemiau, the Adventurer, and the Free 
Lance. A tenihle mistake ! Ovexciowds the 
iiius, the steamers, and the railway cai'riages ; thins 
the soups, doubles the piioe of wines, and teaches 
guides to look on themselves as iuxuiies, to be paid 
for accordingjiy ; makes a Nile sunset ridiculous by 
. being witnessed by a mob ; and turns Luxor and 
Jupiter Ammon into dust and prose by having a. 
tiibe of donkeys aiid dragomen rattled over their 
stones. A fearfdl mistake I If you are social and 
gregarious, stay in a city; but il' you are specu- 
latiTO and Ishmaelesque, travel in solitude. £h, 
monsieur ? " 

. " If you can find it. But you have to travel far 

to get inlu bulitudes in tliese days. Have you seen 
this evemng's Timea ? " 

" A thousand thanks ! Wonderful thing, your 
Time$! Does the work in England that secret 

police do in Vienna, spies and bayonets do iiere, 
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and confetti to the populace and galleys to the 
patriots do in Bome/' 

Scarcely! The Timet would rather say it pre- 
vents England's having need of any of those conti- 
nental argnments," said Erceldouney as he tossed 
the brandy into his coffee. 

The other laughed, as from under his lashes he 
flashed a swift glance at the Queen's Messenger. 
He would have preferred it if there had been less 
decision about the broad, bold, frank brow, and less 
power in the length of limb stretched ont, and the 
supple wrist, as it lay resting on the marble slab of 
the caf(&*table. 

** Basta I Governments should give the people 
iplenty to eat and plenty to laugh at; they would- 
never be troubled with insurrections then, or hear 
, anything more about * liberty t ' A sleek, well-fed, 
happy fellow never turned patriot yet; he who takes 
, a dagger for his country only takes it because he 
has no loaf of bread to cut with it, or feels iuclined 
' to slit his own throat Make com and meat cheap, 
^and you may play tyrant as you like." 
^ A sound policy, and a Tery simple one." 
All bouiid things aie simple, monsieur! It is 
the sham and rotten ones that want an intricate 
scailolding to keep them from lulling; the perfect 
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arch stands without girders. ' Panem et Circenses * 
will always be the first article of good gOYemments ; 
when the people are in good humour they never 
seethe into maleontents." 

" Then I suppose you would hold that cheap pro- 
Tisions and low taxes would make as hear no more 
of this present cry of ' nationalities ? ' " His com- 
panion was piquant in his discourse and polished in 
Ids style, but he did not particularly admire him ; 
and when he did not admire people, he had a way of 
holding them at arm's length. 

Nationalities ? ' Ridiculous prejudices ! Myths> 
tliat would die to-morrow, only ministers like to- 
keep a handy reason on the shelf to make a raid on 
their neighbour, or steal an inch or two of frontier 
when the spirit moves them,** laughed the other, and 
his laugh was a soft silvery chime, very pleasant to 
the ear. '* Pooh ! a man's nationalities are where 
he gets the best wage and the cheapest meat, 
Specially in these prosaic profoundly practical times, 
when there is no chivalry, no dash, no colour ; when 
the common-place thriTCS ; when we turn Egyptian 
mummies into railway fuel, and find Pharaoh's dust 
make a roaring fire ; when we change crocuses into 
veratrin for our sore-throats, i\nd violets into sweet- 
meats for our eating! A detestable age, truly. 



Digitized by Google 



54 



IDALIA. 



Fancy the barbarism of crystallising and crunching 
a Tiolet ! The flower of Ci^mence Isauze, and all 
the poets after her, condemned to the degradation 
of becoming a bonbon! Can anything be more 

typical of the prosaic atrocity of this age ? Im- 
possible t " 

**With such acute feelings, you must find the 
dinner^card excessiyely restricted* With so mnch 
sympathy for a violet, what must be your philan- 
thropy for a pheasant J " said Erceldonne» qnietly, 
who was not disposed to pursue the Monody of a 
Violet in the CM Minuit» though the man to a 
certain extent amused him. 

At that moment the foreigner rose a little hastily, 
left his ice-oream nnfinished, and, with a gay grace- 
ful adieu, went out of the salon, which was now 
Idling. handsome fellow, and talks well," 

thought Erceldoune, wringing the amber Moselle 
from his long moustaches, when he was left alone 
at the marble table in the heat, and light, and 
movement of the glittering caf6. ''I know the 
Maternity weU enough, and he is one of the best 
of the members, I dare say. He did not waste 
much of his science on me; he saw it would be 
profitless work. On my word, the wit and ability 
and good manners those men Mtter away in their 
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order would make them invaluable in a Chancelleri©, 
and fit them for any State office in the world/' 

The First Secretary of the English Legation and 
a French diplomatist entered and claimed his atten- 
tion at that instant, and he gave no more tliougkt 
to the champion of th^ crystallised flowers, whom, 
justly or wrongly as it might chance, he had classed 
with the renowned Legion of Chevaliers d^Lidustcio, 
and whose somewhat abrupt depaitiue he had atui- 

buted either to his own hick of promise as a plans* 

« 

ible subject for experimentalising upon, or to the 
appearance on the scene of uomd mouchard of the 
Secret Bureaa, whom the yiracions bewHiler of the 
fate of sugared violets in this age of prose did not 
care to encounter. 

Erceldoune thought no mcnre of him then and 
thenceforward: he would haye thought more had 
the mirrors of the Caf6 Minuit been Paracelsus' or 
Agiippa's mirours of grammarye. 

The long console-glass^ with its curled gas- 
branches and its rose*haed draperies, and its reflex 
of the gilding, the glitter, the silver, the damask, 
the frait, the wines, and the crowds of the Paris 
cafe, would have been darkened with night- shadows 
and deep forest foliage, and the tumult of close 
struggles for life or death, and the twilight hush of 
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cloistered aisles, and the rich glow of Eastern waters, 

and the silent gloom of ancient God-forgotten cities; 
and, from out the waTing, shadowy, changing dark- 
ness of ally there would have looked a woman's face, 
with fathomless, Itiminous eyes, and hair with a 
.golden light upon it, and a proud, weaijj sorceress 
smile on the Hps*— the face of a temptress or of an 
angel ? 

. Bat the mirror had no magic of the future ; the 

.glass reflected nothing save the gas-jets of the 
ormda sconces; and Fulke Ercddoune sat there 
in Paris that night, drinking his iced Bhine wines, 
and smoking his curled Arahian meerschaum, know- 
ing notliing of what lay before him, a blind wanderer 
in the twilight, a traveller in strange countries, as 
we are at best in life. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

^'SOUFFBIB EN BOI.' 

Heaven forbid that the Principalities should be 
better governed : they would be like all the rest of 
the world in no time. They ma}^ be ruinous to 
themselYeB Tery probably, and a nest of internecine 
discord for Eastern Europe , but they are delightful 
for the stranger, and the bird of passage should 
surely have one solitude left wherein to find rest ; 
regions where the refined tortures of the post can- 
not reach ; where debts can be defied and forgotten 
across the stretch of those dense pine-woods which 
sever you from the rest of mankind ; where the only 
highway to yonr quarters is a rapid snrguig river, 
with a timber-raft drifting down it ; where, whirled 
along by gipsy horses and ^psy drivers through 
vast wooded tracks, you halt and wake with a plea- 
sant wonder to findyonrself ilk the broad streets and 
squares of a populous city, of which, though you are 
not more geographically ignorant than your brethreni 
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you had not the haziest notion, and whose very 
name yoa do not know when you hear it, waking at 
the cessation of the horses' gallop and the gipsey 
Jehu's shouts, to open your eyes upon the clear 
Moldavian or Wallachian night, with the sound of 
music from some open casement aboye. Begions 
such as these are the Principalities, and who would 
not keep them so, from the Danube to the Dneister, 
from the Straits of Otranto to the Euxine, for the 
refuge of necessitous wanderers who have an incon^ 
lenient connection, a tiresome run upon tiiem-frina 
the public, or a simple desire for a paradise where a 
woman wiU not follow them, where letters will not 
come, where the game districts are unbeaten,- and 
the deep woods and wild yaUeys as yet nnsketehed 
and unsung? 

Through the Principalities, Erceldoone twreUed 
in as brief a time, from the early dawn when he had 
left Paris, as mail trains, express specials,' rapid 
relays of horses, and swift river passages could take 
him, across Tyrol and Yenetia, Alps and Oarpe^ 
thians, Danube and Drave, calling at Belgrade with 
despatches, and poshing straight on forMoldaw 
Every mile of l^t wild and unworn way was as 
fiuniliar to ihe Queen's Messier as the journey 
between London and Paris is familiar to other men. 
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Where steam had not yet penetrated, and there was 
no choice but between posting and the saddle* 
he usually rode ; if the roads were level, and the 
ronte unBighly* he would take the luxnrioiis rest of 
a " Messenger s carriage," and post through the 
nights and days; but, by preference, hard riding 
carried him over most of his ground, with pace and 
stay that none in the service could equal, and which 
had made the Arabs, when their horses swept beside 
his through the eastern sunlight, toss their lances 
aloft, and shout, "Fazzia! Feuma!** with applause 
to the Giaoor* He rode so now, when, having 
passed direct from Bdgrade across the lower angle of 
Transylvania, and crossed the Carpathian range, he 
found himself fairly set towards Moldavia, with only 
a hundred miles or so more leit between him and 
JTassy, which w» his destinatiim. ' 

The Principality was in ferment; Church and 
civil power were in conflict and rivalry ; England, 
France, Austria, and Bussia were all disturbing 
themselves after the affairs of this ont-of-the-way 
nook, conceiving that with Greece in insurrection, 
ftnd Italy in a transition state, and Poland quivering 
afresh beneath her bonds, even Moldavia might be 
the match to a European conflagration, and open 
up the scarce-healed Eastern question ; and an 
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English envoy was then at Jassy, charged with a 
special mission, to whom the despatches which 
Eiceldoime bore canied special instructions, touch- 
ing on delicate matters of moment to the affairs of 
central and eastern Europe, and to the part which 
would he played hy Great Britain in the eyent of 
the freedom of the southern states, and the success 
of the liberal party in Athens^ Hnngary, orVenetia. 
This one bag, witli the arms of England on the 
seal, and the all-important instructions within, was 
all that he carried now, slung round his neck and 
across his chest by an undressed belt of chamois 
leather. lie was wholly aloue ; his mountain guides 
he had dismissed at the foot of the Carpathians, for 
he had gone through the most dangerous defiles and 
thief-invested passes all oyer the world, caring for 
no other defence than lay in his holster pistols. He 
had been stopped two or three times, once by the 
" Bail-up ! " of Tasmanian bushrangers, once by a 
Ghoorka gang in Northern India, once by a chief- 
tam who leyied black mail in the rocky fastnesses 
of Macedonia, — ^but his shots had always cleared him 
a passage through, and he had ridden on with no 
more loss than the waste of powder and ball. He 
was too well known, moreover, in both hemispheres, 
to be molested, and the boldest hill-robbers would 
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Lave cared as little to come to close quarters witk 
one whose strength had become proTerbial> as to 
get themselves into trouble by tampering with the 
State courier of a great power. 

It had been a splendid day iu the young autumn, 
and it was jast upon its close as he went through 
the forests, his mare, a pure-bred sorrel, scarcely 
touching the ground as she swept along, swilb as a 
greyliound or a lapwing. The air was heavily 
scented with the firi^prance of the firs; the last 
lingering rays of light slanted here and there across 
the moss through dark fanlike boughs, cone-laden; 
aisles of pines stretched in endless and innimierable 
lines of paths scarce ever trodden save by the wolf, 
or the wild boar, or the charcoal-burner, barely more 
human than the brute; and, in the rear, to the 
westward, towered the Carpathians, with fheir black 
rugged sides reared in the purple sunset, the guard 
of the Magyar fatherland. 

Now and then, at rare intervals, a little hamlet 
buried in the recesses of the forest, whose few 
wretched women wore the Turkish yashmak, spoke 
of Moldavia, or he came on a camp of naked wild-eyed 
gipseys of the country ; but as evening closed in, 
and Ereeldoune advanced into a nanow rocky defile, 
the nearest passage through dense pine sohtudes^ 
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eren these signs of humaii life in its most brntaHsed 

phase, ceased wholly. There was only the rapid 
ring of his mare's hoofs, given bsick by a 4Jiousand 
hollow echoes, as he swept down the ravine, with 
bi^ precipitous walk of rock rising on either side, 
while the river thundered and foamed beside him, 
and the trees closing above-head made it well-nigh 
darlc as night, though beyond, the summits of the 
Hungarian range were still lit by the last rays of 
the sun gleaming golden on eternal snows. Sitting 
down in his saddle, with his eyes glancing, rapid 
and uueiiing ab a soldier's, on eitiiei' side where the 
shelving rocks sloped upward in the gloom^ iEroel* 

doune dashed aioug the defile at a pace such 

as the blood horses of the desert reach — ^the 
surging of the torrent at his side, the wmds rising 
loud and stormy among the black piae-boughs 
above, the intense stillness and solitude aiound, 
that are only felt in the depths of a Horest or. the 
hush of a mountain-side. 

These were what he loved in his life:, these 
nights and days of loneliness, of action, of freedom, 
alone with all that was wildest and grandest in 
nature, under no law but the setting and rising of 
the siin» riding onward, without check or pause^ a 
fresh horse ready saddled when the jaded one 
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drooped and slackened ; these were what suited the 
passionate need of liberty, the zest to do and dare, 
the eagle-love of solitude ingrained in his Border- 
blood, and as latent in him as in the chieftains of 
his name when they had borne fire and sword far 
away into stout Northumberland, or harried the 
Marches in their King's defiance. 

The pressure of his knees sufficing for her 
guidance without curb or spur, the sorrel scoured 
the winding ravine, fleet and sure of foot, as though 
the rocky and inegular ground had been a level 
stretch of sward, her ears pointed, her pace like the 
wind, all the blood and mettle there were in her 
roused ; she knew her master in her rider. Dash- 
ing onward through the gloom thus, suddenly his 
hand checked her ; his eyes had seen what hers had 
not. Thrown back on her haunches in the midst of 
her breathless gallop, she reared in snorting terror ; 
any other she mi^t have hurled sensdess to the 
earth; he sat as motionless as though horse and 
man were cast together in bronze. 

Across the narrow and precipitous path lay the 
felled trunk of a pine, blocking the way. She rose 
erect, and stood so for a second, her rider in his 
saddle firm as on a rock^a sculptor would have 
given ten years of his life to have caught and fixed 
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that magnificent attitude ; — then down she came 
with a orash on her fore feet, while irom the hlack 
barricade of the levelled pine, through the thick 
screen of stiffened branches, shone the gleam of half 
a dozen rifles, the long lean barrels glistening in 
the twilight. 

The brigands lay in ambush waiting liim ; and 
the hoarse shout of arrest was pealed back by the 

eclioes. 

** Youp papers — or we fire I " 

And the bteel muzzleis covered liim front and rear, 
while the challenge rang out down the vault of the 
hollowed rocks. 

Swifbly as lightning his eyes swept oyer the 
rifles and numbered them — eight against one ; 
rapidly as the wind he drew his pistol from 
his holster and fired among them ; a shrill shriek 
pierced the air, a man reeled headlong down into 
the gorge of the river foaming below, and without 
breathy without pause, Erceldoune put the bay at 
the leap, trusting the rest to her hunter's blood, and 
facing the levelled death-dealers full in the front 
The gallant beast deserved his faith i she rose point- 
blank at the barricade, and leapt with one mighty 
bound the great pine-barrier and the glittering line 
of steeL She landed safe ; — a second, and she would 
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have raced onward, distancing all shot and defying 
all puTBiiit ; but mth a yell that rang from rock to 

rock, the murderous barrels she Lad overleapt and 

dearedt covered her afresh ; the sharp crack of the 

shots echoed through the pass, tiiree balls pierced her 
breast and £anksi bedding themselves where the life 
lay, and with a scream of piteous agony she threw 
her head upward* swayed to and fro an instant, and 
fell beneath him — dead. He sprang from tlie saddle 
ere her weight conld crash him, and, with his back 
against the ledge of granite, turned at bay ; hope he 
had not, succour there could be none in those dense 
mountain solitudes, those wastes of vast unpeopled 
pine-woods; in that hour he had but one thought 
^to sell his life dearly, and to deserve bis countiy's 
trust* 

The echoes of the conflict rang in quick sneees- 
sion on the stillness, thimdered back by the rever* 
berations of the bills, it was hot, close, mortal work 
in that narrow choked dej^e, Erceldoune, with his. 
back -against the granite, and his dead bay at hia 
feet between him and his foes, had the strength 
and the fury of a legion, now that his wrath was up 
in all its might, and the blood-thirst wakened in 
him. A ball broke his right arm above the wrist; 
it fell useless at his side. He laughed aloud ; 

TOIi» r. T 
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** Blunderers ! why don't you hit through the 
Inngs?" 

And as he changed his pistol into his left hand, 
lie raised it, and the man who had shot him feU 
'wiih a crashr— a bullet throaf^ his bram. He 
could not load again; his ana was broken, and 
the hoarse yell of men, infuriated to be defied, and 
exasperated at their comrades' loss, told him his 
mhantes were nmnbered, as one erj alone grated 
on the night air £com many voices; 'm .Bomaic, in 
Fxmskj m Venetian, in Hungarian ; — ^raxied tongoes, 
but one summons alone. 

''Your papers or your lift! Death,' or soT' 
render!" 

There was a moment^s hash and paase; they 
waited for their menace to do their work without 
the bloodslied that they shirked horn caution and 
&om wisdom, rather than from humanity ; and at 
that instaoEt the moon, through one break in the 
black pine roohng above-head, .poured its light 
through the pass. Bound him in a 'half-cirole, 
broken £rom their barricade and ambush now that 
his fire was spent, pressed his assassins, their £M$es 
masked by the crape drawn over them, their riiles 
coTering him with pitiless purpose. With his rig^t 
arm hanging powerless, and with the mare lying 
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at his feet, the sole barrier between him and the 
cross-fire leyelled at him, stdod Erceldoune, reated 
to his fall height, motionless as though he were a 

statue. ' '■ * 

" Death, or surrender !** 

The summons hissed through the silence with a 
deadly meaning, a hoarse ^dfirl snob as the hdundb 
give when the stag holds them too long at bay. 
Erceldoune stood erect, his ejes glancing calmly 
down on the semicircle of l^e long shining lines of 
steel, each of whose' boUow tubes earned^ his death- 
warrant; a look upon his face before which the 
boldest, though they heldius life in their faautds snd 
at their mercy, quailed; he knew how he should 
save his trust and his papers, though he knew that 
his life must pay the forfeit. He calmly watched 
the .levelled rifles. Ibid a'lhalf sxoile pia^sed oyer 
his face; — ^they had brought eight against one! 
— it was a distinetiosi, -at- least, to take so much 
killing. 

"The devil will never ^ve in!" swore with 
savage Hungarian oaths the farthest of the baAd. 
Seize him, and bind him ! — ^we don't want his 

blood." 

Take the papers, and gag him. Cad is right; 

we want them, nut him," muttered another, in 

t 2 
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whose southern Gennan the keen ear of him whose 
life they balanced caught the foreign accent of a 
Gallician. 

One who seemed the leader of the gang laughed 
— a rolling, mellow, harmonious laugh, which 
thrilled through the blood of Erceldoune as menace 
and challenge had never done : he had heard it a 
few nights before in the gaslit salon of the Parisian 
cafi§. 

*^ Basta» basta ! ' Too many words, my masters/ 
Kill the Border Eagle and strip him afterwards I 
His beak won't peck when he's shot down ! " 

"Stop— stop!" muttered a milder Sicilian. 
"Give him his choice; we only. want the de- 
spatches." 

" The papers then, or we fire I 

The moon shone clearer and whiter down into 
the ravine, while they pressed nearer and nearer 
till the half*circle of steel glittered close against 
him, within a yard of his breast; — and the Greek 
who in the Oaf^ Minuit had lamented so softly 
the prosaic fate of the violet bonbons, pressed 
closest of all. He stood quietly, with no change 
in his attitude, and his broken wrist dripping blood 
on the stone at his feet; the dark scoxn of fiery 
passions had lowered on his face, stormy, dangerous, 
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xnenacmg as the wrath that lightens up a lion s eyes, 
while on his lips was a laugh — a laugh for the 
coward caution of his assassins, the womanish 
cruelty which compassed him with such timorous 

might of numbers, fearing one man unarmed uud 
wounded ! 

" Dealli, or surrender ! " 

The cry echoed again, loud and hoarse now as 

tlie iiouiids' bay, baffled and getting furious for 
hlood. 

His back was reared against the rock; his left 
arm pressed against his breast, holding to him the 
seals that were his trust; his eyes hK>ked down upon 
them steadily as he answered: 

" Fire I " 

And while his voice, calm and unMtering, gave 
the word of command for his own death-volley, 
with a swift sadden gesture, unlooked-for and 
unarrested by them, he lifted his left hand, and 
hurled far away through the gloom, till they sank 
with a loud splash into the bed of the swollen 
rushing river, the white bag of the English de- 
spatches; — ^lost for ever in the deej) gorge, and 
whirled on into darkness with the passage of foaming 
waters, where no spy could reach and no foe could 
rob them. 
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Then, as the raveaiOQa yell of heffled fofce and 
infiimted passion shook the echoes of the faUla, 
t]»3. report of the rifles rang through the night 
.with sttUen murderous peal^ and Erceldoime fell as 
one dead* 

All was still in the heari of the forest 
Xhe snowy summits of the CaKpathians gleamed 
•white in the saooolight; the cry of the wild dog or 
the growl of the wild boar, the screech of the owl 
or the rush of the hat's wing, alone broke the 
silence ; above the dark silent earth the skies were 
doudleas, and- studded with oounilesa stars, whose 
radiance glistened here and there through dense 
black shadow, on moss, and boulders, and cawnous 
gorges, and torrents plunging downward through 
the night. In the Jiarrow channel of the defile, 
with gnarled pines above and waters roaring in their 
pent-up bed below, there layitbe stiffened corpse of 
the. mare, and across her body, bathed in her blood 
and in hie. own, with his head fallen back, and his 
face turned upward as the starlight fell upon it, was 
Bftretched ihe Queen's JSdessengsr, where they had 
left him for dead. 

The night had passed on and the hours stolen 
apace, till the stars had grown large in the heavens. 
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and the morning planet risen in the east before 
the dawn; and he had lain there, as lifekas and 
motionless as the sorrel beneath him, through 
all the watches of the ni|^t which parted ih» 
sunset of one day from the daybreak of the next 
His light arm, broken and nerveless, was flung 
across the neck of the mare, as though, Arab-like, 
his last thought as he fell had been of the brute* 
fnmd whom he had lost, and who had died for him; 
the blood had poured fcom a deep chest wound, till 
the black yel^t of his ridiog-coat was soaked 
through and through, and the mosses and the grasses 
were dyed with the stream that bore his life away ; 
his face was stem yet serene, like many faces <d the 
dead upon a battle-field, and only a deep-drawn 
laboured breath, that quivered at long intervals 
through all his frame, showed that existence had 
not wholly ceased with the murderous volley which 
had brought him to the earth, as his own shot had 
brought the kingly fearless strength of the golden 
ea^ reeling downward to its fate. Either the aim 
of his assassins had been uncertain from the fury 
with which they had levelled and fired when they 
had seen their errand baffled, and the despatches 
flung beyond all reach into the mountain gorge, or 
they had been blinded by the flickering shadows of 
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the moon, and the Ilist of their vengeance on him, 

for two shots alone had touched him out of the hve 
which had been fired at him* One ball had pierced 
his breast, and brought him down senseless, and, 
to all semblance, lifeless ; it had been aimed by the 
leader of the band who had tri£ed with his ice, and 
mourned over the conserve of violets in Paris a few 
nights before. The other bullet, which had struck 
him in the chest, and would have cat its way straight 
through the lungs, had been turned aside by the 
solid silver of his meerschaum, in whose bowl the 
ball was bedded, though the force of its concussion 
would have stretched him insensible without a 
wound. He had faiiea as one dead, and they had 
left him for such in the narrow defile, hastening 
themselves to leave the pine-forest far behiud them, 
and put the range of the Carpathians between them 
and Moldavia, takiug their own wounded with them, 
and plunging into the recesses of the woods, where 
all pursuit could be bafded, all detection dehed. 
Whether they were mountain banditti, or masked 
nobles, or insurgent conspirators, those vast soli- 
tudes would never reveal, since the deed would tell 
no tales and bear no witness ; his assassination, if 
ever known, would be traced, they deemed, to gipsies 
or charcoal- bui'uers, while the odds were a miUion 



Digitized by Google 



SOUFFSZB BN BOX. 



78 



to one that the fkte of the English State courier 
would never be heard of, but would remain in the 
shroud of an impenetrable mystery, whilst he lay 
in the lonely and untrodden ravine^ till the bears 
and the vultures left his bones to whiten unburied 
when they had sated their hunger on the sinewy 
limbs of the man who had fallen to avoid the sur- 
render of his honour and his trust 

Darkness closes thus over the &te of many ; he 
is "missing,'' and we iaiow no more. 

Nearly lifeless thus, Erceldoune had remained 
through the long hours where his assassins had left 
him ; about him only the shrieking of the owls, the 
sough of the winds among the pines, and the dis* 
tant roar of the beasts of prey, to whom his 
enemies had trusted for the completion and the 
burial of their work. Weaker men would have 
succumbed to less danger than he had often brooked 
and passed tiurough scathless; and even now the 
athletic strength within him refused to perish. 
The flowing of the blood had stopped, a laboured 
sigh now and then gave sign of vitality, though not 
of consciousness; then, as the night was waning, a 
shudder ran through all his &ame, and his eyes un- 
closed, looking upward, without light or sense, to 
the starlit vault above. 
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. He zemmbexed nothing. 

The deep skies and the stars in their coursee *^ 
ivbirled giddily above faimr; the pine-bong^ flick- 
ered in phantom shape» before^ his nght ; the sounds 
of ibe winds and of. the fBUmg tozrentB smote dully 
on his ear ; he had no sense but of su^cation from 
the congealed blood upon^ his chest, and tbe aharp 
agony of every breath ; he wondered dimly, dreamily, 
who he was, and where he kj. An intense thirst 
parched his throat and oppressed his lungs — a thirst 
he sufiered feont without kncpmig what the torture 
could be— -and the plunge and splash of the cascades 
in the gorge bdov filled hiB bndn witin vague thrcmg- 
ing images of cool still lakes, of rushing brooks, of 
deep bi0wn tarns among his native moorlands, and 
through them aU he stood ever up to the hps m the 
cold delieions watexe, yet ever powerleis to stoop 
and taste one drop ! The sweep of a night-bird's 
wing touched his Jbrehead as ii^ flew low mder the 
drooped pine- branches ; at the touch consciousness 
slowly and ccMofosedly awoke;* the night ceased to 
whirl round him in a chaos of shadow, the plauets 
grew dear and fSuniliar, and looked down on him 
from the dizzy mists circling above. By sheer in- 
stinct he sought to raise his right hand; it was 
powerless, and as lie sUetclied out his left aim he 
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ftlt the ohill, stiffened body of his lost mare, and 
ibe ipraaaes w«t with her blood and his own; then 
thought and recollection awoke from the mists of 
death, and he xemAmbeied alL 

He knew that he was Ijring there wounded unto 
dettbhy .beyond all appeal for. aid, all hope of succour, 
powerless to drive fh>m him the frailest insect that 
with^the morning li^^ should b^fin the £ell work of 
oorroption and destroetion, sltme in his last hour in 
tha desolation of the Carpathians, with no companion 
save the heast of prey, no watcher hut the eanioiL 
kite. ' « 

Ihreadof death he had never • loiewii ; there was 
no such coward weakness in him now, in his worst 
extremity, when he knew that he was dying, in the 
best years of .his manhood, slaughtered by the base- 
ness of treacherous assassination, alone in the pent 
defile where his murder had been pknned, and 
where , no human step would ever, oome, except it 
were that of some mountain plunderer, who would 
strip off the Hnen and the velvet that the hirds of 
prey would have left . imtouched, while his bones 
should He ^theie through summer drought and 
winter storm unburied, unlamented, unavenged. 
Fear was not on him even now in his dying hour, 
but a mortal sense of lonelin^ that liis life had 
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never known stole over liim as he wakened in the 
hush of the forest night, paralysed, powerless, 
strengthless, felled in his full force, slain, like the 
golden eagle, by a single shot. The heavens, 
studded with their stars, looked chill and x^iti- 
less; the rocks towered upward in the moonhght, 
shutting luin out from all the peopled blumbering 
world; no sound smote the stillness save the distant 
sullen moan of the brutes seeking their prey, and 
the winds sweeping and wailing through the endless 
aisles of pines ; — he died in buiitude. 

The night wore on ; a profound and awful silence 
reigned around, only broken hy the growl of wolves 
or the scream of foxes from their distant haunts ; 
the ravening cry home on the blast of those who, 
with each second which passed away, might scent 
blood from afai' uH, and track it in Uieir hunger, 
and come down to rend, and tear, and devour, 
finishing the work of slaugiiter. lie lieai'd that 
sullen bay all through the night where he lay, across 
the dead msire motionless ; he could not have stirred 
a limb, though the fangs of the wild boar had been 
at his throat, or the wolves in a troop been upon 
him. Hope or thought of succour he had none; he 
was in the deep heart of the mountains, where none 
could come ; and her knew too well the lore of desert 



BOUFFBSEt BK BOI. 



77 



and camp not to know that all chance of life was 
OTer» that his last hour was here, and that if the 
vulture and the bear did not track hir^ out, he 
would . die of the loss of blood alone ; or that if 
his frame bore up against the ^exhaustion of his 
wounds through the day which would soon dawn, 
he would perish but ilie more blowlj^, and the more 
agonisingly, of famine and of thirst 

Time wore on ; the stars grew large as the morn- 
ing drew near» and his eyes gazed upward at them 
where he lay in the pa&s of the defile ; a thousand 
nights on southern seas, in tropic lands, in eastern 
aisles of palm, through phosphor-glittering waters 
while his ship cleft her way, through the white gleam 
of snow steppes while the sleigh bells chimed, 
through the torchlit glades of forests while the 
German boar or the French stag was hunted to his 
lair, drifted to memory as the moon shone down on 
him tlu'ough the break in the massed pine-boughs ; 
— ^for he had ever loved the mere sense and strength 
of life; all 

^ the wild Joys of living, tlie leaping from rock to rock, 
The strong rending of bought from the fir-tree, the cool rirer 
shock 

Of a plunge ^ a pool's living water,— the hxmt of the besr. 
And the snltriness showing the lion is conched in his lair." 

And he knew that this gloiy was dead in him for 
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ever, and tiiat when those stars rose on another 
nighty and ahed their brightnesa upon earth and 
ocean, forest and sea, his eyes would be bhnd 
to their light and behold them no more, since 
he would be striqken out from the world of the 
living. 

At last, — ^it seemed tliat an eternity had come and 
gone,— tiie day reached him, dawning from ' the 
splendoui' of Asia far a\\ ay. . • • " 

The light streamed in the eaiM,'the darknesEi'of 
tihe shadows was broken by the first rays of warmth, 
the night birds- fled to their rooBt, and aboTe the 
clouds rose the sun, bathing the sleeping world in 
its golden gjadneae, and shining fall on the snow 

peaks of the mountains. The forest-life awoke ; the 
song of countless birds rose on the silenee, the hum 
of myriad insects murmuied beneath the grasses, 
the waters of inmimeiable torrents ^t^ed in the 
sunbeams ; — and, alone in the waking and rejoicing 
world, he lay, dying. 

About him, where never sunlight came, were dank 
grasses, and the gloomy foliage of pines, bat aboTC- 
head, far aloft through the walls of granite, was the 
blae and cloudless sky of a simmiq;t dawn. His 
eyes looked upwaid to it heavily, and with the film 
gathering faist over them ; in his physical angoish, 
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in bis 8ore extremity* , •theie were -still beanty and 

solace in tixe day. 
Yet, as he gazed^ the heavenS' were darkened, the 

sunlit moriiiiig became more loatlisome than all the 
solitude and darkness of the^ night ; wakened in the 
dawn and poised in air, diawn tidtker by the scent 
of bloody he saw the floeksof canion»hbdfliy4he alliea 
whom the assassins trusted to destroy aU trace of 
their work, the kee^eiB of the ^Tigil of the dead t 
Cleaving the air and wheeling in the light, they 
gathered there* yoltora and kitoi and zdck* 

eagle, coming with the sunrise to their carrion feast, 
sweeping downward into*, the with shrill and 

hideous clamour till they alit beside him, in their 

xaTonoas greedy upon the Jbody of the nuyre, striking 

their beaks into her eyes and whetting their taste in 

her flesh, rending .and i lacerating, and disputing 

their prey. • • • . • , ; ; ■ • 

Thus he had. seen tham, many a time, Hudong 

their feast on the lion or camel of the East; and a 
sickness of loathing came upon him, and a horror 
unutterable; — bound in the bonds of death, and 
powerless to lift his arm against them^ he must lie, 

half hving and half dead, whilst the hungry hordes 
tore at his heart. 

A cry broke from him, loud and terrible — a shout 
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for help, "where help tliere could be none. Its eclio 
pealing from the rocke, scared and scattered the 
ravening birds one instant from their lust ; they 
wheeled and circled in the aonlii ur» then settled 
once more on their spoil. 

A single vultore, driven'" from the rest, poised 
ahove him — waiting. Looking upward, he saw the 
bird, with its dark wings outstretched, sailing in 
rings round and round in the sunlight glare, im- 
patient and athirst, its glittering eyes fixed on him 
— the watcher and the harbinger of death. 

By the sheer force of animal instinct, strength for 
the moment was restored; he sprang up to drive 
from off him the mnrderons beak that would seek 
his life-blood, the carrion-greed that would wrench 
out his eyes whilst yet they saw the day ! He leapt 
forward, striking wildly and blindly at the black 
shadow of the hovering bird; — at the action the 
wound opened, the hemorrhage broke out afresh — 
he fell back senseless. 
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**JH*ETES YOUS PAS DU FABADI8?" 

Etbh in the silent heart of the Carpathian woods 

two had heard that shout of mortal extremity. 

They were but a woman and a wolf-hound, resting 
together under the shade of the pines higher up, 
where the head of the torrent tumbled and splashed 
from rock to rock, its sheet of foam glittering in the 
warmth of the risen day. They heard it ;~and the 
woman rose with a stag-like grace of terror, blent 
with a haughty challenge of such weakness, and the 
dog,^ with his bristling mane erect, and his head 
lifted in the air, woke the echoes with a deep- 
mouthed bay. Both listened — all was still ; — then 
she laid her hand on the hound's shaggy coat, and 
gave him a single word of command. He waited, 
suiting the scent borne to him on the wind, then, 
with his muzzle to the earth, sprang oif ; she fol- 
lowed him ; the lights and shadows from the pine 
boughs above flung, flickering and golden, on her 
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tmcovered hair ; a womftn flair as the morning, with 
the free imperial step of the forest deer^ and the 
beauty of the classic and glorious south; the 
beauty of Aspasia of Athens, of Lucrezia of 
Rome. 

A few short seconds, and the hound plunged down 
into the pass, baying loud in fear and fury, as though 
he tracked the trail of the crime. The birds Hew 
up with whirling tumult from th^ meal, and wheeled 
aloft, scared and scattered ; the vulture that had her 
talons tangled in the hair of the iallen man, and 
was stretching her plumed throat to deal her first 
aim at his sightless eyes, taking wing slowly, leaving 
her prey reluctantly. The woman fell on her knees 
beside him vrh&te he lay across the body of his 
slaughtered mare» as lifeless to all semblance as 
the animal. 

She knew that she was in the presence of crime, 
and she believed herself in that of death ; this man 
had been slain foully in the heart of the forest, and 
she was alone, , in the mountain ravine that had 
seen the guilt done and the blow dealt, i^one with 
one whom his enemies had left to perish and lie 
unburied for the hawks and crows to tear. The 
night had witnessed the sin and shrouded it; she 
and the sunny light of day liad tracked and found it. 
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And tlie sickness of its gaiU was on in all its 
ghastliuesB, it all its secret craven yiieness. 

One thought alone seemed left her ; was she too 
late, or could this human life, even in its last hour, 
be sayed, be called baek eyen though it ebbed 
away? 

She fblt for the beating of his heart ; a quick 
shudder ran through all her ^ame — ^her hand was 
wet with the blood that had soaked through linen 
and velvet, and iiowed in its deep stream £i:om 
his breast. Yet she did not shrink, but pressed 
it there, seeking for the throbbing of the life ; the 
pulse beat slowly, faintly still, beneath her touch — 
lie lived even now. The carrion birds were poised 
on the boughs, or settled on the rocky ledges, wait- 
ing for the prey which soon or late must come to 
fhem; the hound was tearing up the moss with his 
muzzle to the earth ; she called him to her ; the 
dog was .her friend, her guard, her slave^he came, 
reluctantly, looking backward at the mosses he had 
uprooted [in his thirst for the soent they gave ; she 
drew him tocher, and signed him to look at the 
dying man where be was stretched across his horse; 
then pointed to the westward with some words in 
Silesian. The hound looked upward an instant 
with earnest, eloquent eyes, trying to read her will 
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— then, at his full speed, obeyed her, and went down 
the ravine; she had sent from her her sole defender, 
while, for aught she knew, the murderers of the 
man she sought to save might return to the scene 
of their outrage, and deal with her as they had dealt 
with him. But cowardice was scarcely more in her 
hlood than in his to whose succour she had come 
with the light of the morning, and whose face was 
tamed npward white and rigid, in mute appeal, in 
voiceless witness, stem, as one who has fallen in 
fierce contest, hut calm as though he lay in the 
tranquillity of sleep* She gazed at him thus, till 
hot tears gathered in her eyes, and fell upon his 
ibrehead ; he was a stranger, and not of her land ; 
she knew not how his death had been dealt, nor 
in what cause he had fiallen, whence he came, nor 
what his life had been ; hut his face touched to the 
lieart all of pity there was in her, where he lay hlind 
and unconscious in the glory of the sun, though 
many had said that pity was a thing unknown to 
her. The faUing of her tears upon his brow, or the 
touch of her hand as it swept hack the hair from his 
temples, and fanned his temples with a fragrant 
bough of pine to freshen the sultry heat of the noon* 
day, awoke him to some returning life; a heavy sigh 
heaved his chest, he stirred wearily, and his lips 
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moved ^viliiout sound. She knew what he must 
need — all of comfort or of aid that she could gLve — 
♦aud folding one of the broad dock leaves cup-shape, 
she Med it at the bed of the torrent, and, raising 
hia head, held the cold water to his parched and 
colourless Ups. 

Unconsciouslj', instinctively, he drank and drank, 
slaking the iatolerable thirst; she Med it three 
times at the channel of the river, and he drained in 
new existence from that green forest-cup^ from that 
fresh and icy water, held to him 1) y liis ministering 
angel. Then his head sank back, lying against her, 
resting on her arm ; his eyes had not unclosed, he 
was senseless stiU, save that he was yaguely con« 
scious of a sense of coolness, languor, rest, and 
peace ; and the Yultures on the rocks above looked 
down with ravenous impatience, waiting till the 
watcher should weazy of her yigil> and their prey be 
their own again. 

She would not have left him now though she 

should liave died with him. biio knew the lawless 
brutalily of the mountain hordes of gipsies and 
of plunderers, well enough to know that in aU likeli- 
hood those who had left him for dead might return 
to strip him of all that was of value on his person, 
and would slay her, without remorse or mercy, lest 
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she bliould bear testimony to them and to their 
work; but to desert him and leaye him to the lost 
of the carrion-hirds and the torrid heat of the noon* 
never passed in thought even before her — whatever 

fate should come of it, she had east in her lot 
with his* 

The sun fell through the tracery of firs iii)on the 
rushing water, tiie mosses red with blood, the black 
flock of the waiting birds, and the motionless form 
of Eroeldoune, stretched across his slaughtered 
horise, his head resting, as if in the serenity of sleep, 
upon the bosom of the woman who had saved him, 
while above bent the magnificence of her face, with 
a golden light on its mournful splendour, and the 
softness of compassion in the lustre of the eyes that 
watched him in his unconsciousness* 

Time wore on, the sun rose to noon height, the 
heat grew more intense, and they were still alone ; 
he lay as in a trance still, but wiili that vague sense 
of coolness and of peace, all that he knew or sought 
to know ; once his eyes unclosed, weary and blind, 
sad saw, as in a mion, the fieuje as of an angel above 
him. He had not strength to rouse, power to 
wonder, consciousness to know or ask whether he 
slept, or dreamed, or beheld but the phantom of his 
own brain; but his eyes gased upward at the loveli- 
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ness that looked down on him, with the wannth of 
mommg on it, and it pierced through the mists of 
death and the chaos of unconsciousness, and sank 
into his sight and heart, nera again to be forgotten. 
While the sun was at its zenith and the day roiled 
onward, he was conscious, through all his angoisfa, 
despite all his stupor, of the fragrance of leaves that 
fanned his ^brow and stirred tiie heated air witii 
soutliing movement, of the gentle murmur of river- 
waters sounding through the stillness, and — ever 
wlien his eyes unclosed and looked upward on the 
radiance of the day — of the face that he saw in 
the luminance of the light, even as the face of a 
guardian angel. And he knew no more in the 
dulness of lulled pain, in the languor of profound 
exhaustion. 

The loud hay of a hound broke the silence when 
noon had long passed, the rapid rush of the dog's 
feet scouied over the rocks above an<l Uown the 
winding path; he had known that he had been 
bidden to seek succour, and iiad left iLose he first 
met no peaee till they had followed him-Hwo Mol- 
davian peasants, herdsmen or stable-helpers, who 
had understood the meaning of the hound's impa- 
tient bark and whine. 

At the sound of their steps i^e moved from 
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the wounded man, and rose, with the grace 
which made her eyery action heaatiful as the 
wild antelope's, imperial as a sovereign's in her 
conrt. 

The Moldavians listened with profound reverence 
whilst she spoke, and without pause or question has- 
tened to obey her command; deeds of violence were 
not soraie at the foot of ihe CarpathianB, in the heart 
of the Principalities, as to excite either the horror or 
the wonder of the passive serfs ; they went without 
a word to their work, wrenched down the long 
boughs of the ptnes, stripped them, lashed the bare 
poles together, and covered them with lesser branches 
of the firs, overstrewn in turn by the yielding velvet 
moss of the forest, till they had formed a rude 
stretcher, rough in form but fragrant and easy, 
then they laid him on it, lifting him with kindly 
gentleness. At the first movement which raised 
him, and the sharp agony it caused, careful and 
not imtender though it was, he fainted; they 
might have taken him where they would; he 
knew nothing. The Moldavians prepared to 
raise the litter on their shoulders, then looked to 
her : 

" Home, your Excellency ? " 

She stalled, and stood silent ; then over the light 
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and beauty of her face swept a shadow, as of bitter 
memory. 

" No — ^no 1 " she answered them, in their own Mol- 
davian tongue. " Go to the convent of Monastiea; 
it is nearer, and they will tend him better iliere. If 
any can saye him, the Sisters will." 

** And we are to tell them ? ** 

" Tell fhem where you found this stranger, lying 
as one dead, and powerless to say who are his 
assassins ; do not give my name, or speak of me ; 
that he is wounded, and alone, and in need, will be 
enough to gain him care and pity at Monastiea. 
When you have left him in safety at the convent, 
come back here ; you shall bury the horse, it shall 
not be food for vultures. Now go — each moment is 
precious. I shall know with what fidelity you serve 
him, and shall reward you as you do it weU." 

Yet, though she had bidden them go, she stood 
stUl, looking down on the litter where Erceldoune 
lay ; she had saved this man's life at peril of her 
own, yet they would probably never meet again; 
she had redeemed him .£rom amidst the dead, yet he 
would have no memory of her, no knowledge that 
she had been with him in the hour of his extremity, 
and rescued him from his grave. Her eyes dwelt on 
him in a silent farewell, and a certain tenderness 
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came over all lier face as she bowed Ler liead, wlule 
ber lipB moyed mth the words of a Greek prayer 
and benediction over the life of which she knew 
nothing, yet which in some sense had been made 
her own by every law of gratitude for a great 
deliverance. 

Then she signed to the bearers to raise the litter 
and go onwards. They wonnd slowly with their 
burden up the narrow pass, and she sank down on 
the Mien trunk levelled by his assassins for their 
barricade, her rich diess sweeping the blood-stained 
mosses, her head resting on her hands that' were 
twisted in the lustrous musses of her hair ; her eyes, 
with their mouxnfdl brilliance, their luminance 
&thomless as that of tropic skies by night, gazing 
into the depths of the torrent foaming belowin its 
black bed; and at her side the Silesian hound, his 
mane erect, his head uplifted, his feet pawing the 
turf, as though he scented the blood-trail, and panted 
for command to hunt the evil-doers to their lair. 

A small antique chamber, with grey walls and 

snow-white draperies ; an ebony crucifix with a 
marble Christ hanging above an altar draped with 
velvet, and broidered with gold, and fragrant with 
lilies in silver cups; a painted Gothic window 
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through which were seen stretches of green pine* 
woods and golden hase beyond: and an intense 
stillness through which pealed, softly and subdued, 
the chant of the Agnua Dei, qm taUis peeeata iMmdi; 
these were what Erceldoime opened his eyes upon, 
and saw, and heard, when he awoke from a long 
trance that had been death itself for aught he knew, 
and through whioh he had only been conseions of 
burning torture, of intolerable pain, of mellow strains 
of mnsie floating through his brain, and of one lace 
of divinest beauty bent above him whilst he lay 
boond in bonds of iron, in swathes of fiie. For he 
had been delirious for many days in the Convent of 
Monastiea. 

His life had hung on a thread; the ball was in 
» 

his Itteast, and the fern of his wounds, combined 

with the weakness consequent on loss of blood, had 
kept him in sharpest peril through all the rest of that 
sultry autumn. But the bullet had missed his lungs, 
and the intense vitality and resistance in him 
brought him through all which would have slain at 
a blow a weaklier and less hardily trained frame. 
The skill in leechcraft of the Sisters of Mo;iastica 
was proverbial in the Prinoipalities ; women who 
loved him could not have tended him more tenderly 
and unweaiiedly than, didr.tiiose hi^^bctm rc^oaes 
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who had sought the solitades of the dense Mol- 
davian pi lie -forests, in a conventual community 
different to those of any other country. He was 

saved, and awoke one sunlit evening, consciuiis nnd 
calm« gazing dreamily and wcmdezingly at the dead 
CLirist on the altar, and the narrow axched window, 
with its glimpse of plain and forest through the sUt, 
while the Agnus Dei pealed on the stillness of the 
chamber. He thought himself dreaming still. 

To his bedside came a nun, pale, gentle, with 
dove-like eyes, a woman no longer young. Ercel- 
doune looked at her dimly ; the past was a blank, yet 
nn&miliar as the chambei: was to him, and unreal 
his own personality, he vaguely desired and missed 
what he had seen throughout his delirium— what he 
did not behold on awakening. And the first words 
he spoke were : 

" "Where is she ? " 

The Sister shook her head, looking on him with a 

compassionate welcoming smile, 

I cannot understand, my son. I can speak a 
little French, but you must not talk yet, you are too 
weak.'.* 

All European languages, most of the Eastern, 
had been as familiar to him as his own. He re- 
peated his question impatiently in the nun's tougue : 
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« Where is she ? '* 
"Who, my son?" 

** Who ? A woman — or an angel— 'who has been 
mth me always/' 

None have been with you, my son, save myself 
and those of my Order." 

He made a faint intolerant sign of dissent ; and 
his eyes wandered over the place where he lay, in 
weary search, missing in consciousness and in 
reality the face which had been ever before him in 
delirium. 

"Where am I, then?" 

" In our convent at Monastica, You were found 
all bat lifeless in the forest by two peasants, who 
brought you hither. You have been in sore peril, 
my son, but, by the blessing of the most holy 
Mother of God, we have wrought your cure. But 
keep silence, and rest now, yon are very weak," 

"Weak?—/;" 
' He repeated the word in marvelling incredulity ; 
he who had stood face to face with the lion in the 
sultry African night, and measured his strength 
with the desert king's, and prevailed, — ^he who from 
his childish years upward, through a long, and 
daring, and adventurous life, had never known his 
force to Mi, his power to desert him,— was unable to 
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leafise that be could be bdd low and powerless as 
any reed levelled by the ivindi InBimctively he 
lilted his right arm to raise himself — ^that right arm 
which had never failed him yet in battle, in stonuy 
in the dea,th-grapple, or in any blow dealt in love of 
justice, in hatred of dishonoiir — ^it fell nerveless and 
broken. Then he realised that his strength was 
gone ; and for the sole time in his lile, Erceldoone 
could have turned his face to the wall and wept like 
a woman. 

" I remember," he said, faintly. " I remember 
now. The cowards shot me down, and she saved 
me. Tell them I destroyed * the papers ; ' but ^ 

The words died away unintelligible to the nun, 
his head fell back,^and his eyes closed ; he felt how 
utter was his weakness. He lay exhausted, his 
thoughts wandering over all that past of peril which 
had long been a blank to him, and which now 
slowly and by degrees returned to memory, striving 
to realise what manner of thing this could be, this 
calamity of stricken strength which his life had 
never before dreaded or conceived. Sweeping like 
fire through his blood, and filling his frame as with 
firesh life, there came with consciousness recollec- 
tion of the murderous gang who had stretched him 
there^ and fierce, natural thirst for vengeance on his 
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cowAidly Ibes, for the hour of reckoning when he 
should xise and deal with thai craTon womaniah 
bmte, whose gentle mellow laugh had bidden them 
''kill the Border Eagle,' and whose shot had 
brought him to the earth. 

A fair and open antagonist ^rceldoune would 
honour, and forgive frankly and generously from 
his heart ; but to the coward treachery that struck 
him in the dark, he swore that death itself should 
not be more pitiless or more inexorable than his 
wrath. 

The shadows lengthened .through the painted 
window, the mvsic ceased from the convent chapel, 
the nunieft him> and knelt before the altar lost in 
prayer ; it was intensely still, no sound was upon 
the air save that ^om the distance the bells of one 
of the Moldavian monasteries were chiming the 
vespers — ^it was a pause as strange in his strong, 
rapid, varied, richly-colonred life of action and 
adventure as that which we feel when we enter the 
shaded silent aisles of some cathedral, and the 
doors dose behind us, shutting out all the aecnS' 
tomed crowds, the busy whirl, and the swiffc press, 
and the hot sunlight of the city we have left without* 
He had never known in all the years of his exist- 
ence that profound exhaustion, that death-like 
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prostration, in which all vitaliiy seems suspended, 
and in which a lulled, dreamy, listless meditation is 
all of which we are left capable ; he knew them now 
as he lay gazing at the al^ar, with its dead Christ 
and its white riyer-lilies, and the howed form of 
the kneeling nun, while all sense of pain» of weak- 
ness, of thirst for the just Tengeanee he would rise 
and reach drifted from him, merged and lost in one 
memory. A memory luminous, angel-like, as are 
the imaginations which fill the mind of painters 
with shapes divine and visions of beauty, but such 
as had never entered the life or the thoughts of 
this man till now, when, in the sunset stillness of 
the lonely oratory at Monastica he saw ever before 
him, with the depths of an unspeakable compassion 
in her fathomless eyes, the face of the woman who 
had saved him. 
Where was she ? 

He questioned ceaselessly for many days each of 
the Order who came to his bedside and tended him 
with skilled care, and brought him fruits and eAierbet, 
and prayed for him at the altar, where the lilies 
were placed fresh with every dawn, and the dead 
God looked down with serene and mournful smile. 
He insisted that a woman had come to him in the 
dehle when he lay there dying, and had given him 
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wafer, and liad sayed him. They thought his per- 
sistence tiie remembrance of some delirious iialluci- 
natioiiy some dream which haunted him, and which 
be could not sever ixom reality. He saw the Mol- 
daTian serfs, who came each day during his danger 
to the convent for news of him; and, whilst he 
rewarded them, interrogated them as to how and 
where they had discovered him. They answered 
that a dog had led them to where he lay, and that 
they had seen that he was all but lifeless, and had • 
made a litter of pine*bough8 and brought him to the 
gates of Monastica for succour. When he pressed 
them, and insisted that a woman had been the first 
to rescue him, the Moldavians shook their heads ; 
Hhey had found him, and had brought him hither. 
They had barely more intelligence than that of a 
kindly good-humoured animal, and adhered doggedly 
to their statement; it was useless to question them; 
Erceldoune bade them bo given half the gold pieces 
in his travelling-belt, and let them go. It was 
not his nature to pursue uselessly, nor to give 
expression to a futile annoyance or an unavailing 
disappointment; he was silent from that moment 
on the subject. 

The nuns, with their Mother Superior, thought 
he had become conyinc(^d that his &ncy was the 
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pbaatom o£ his delirimii^ Erceldouxie remained 

certaiii that no unreality, no mere vision fever 
begotten, would have been impressed as this was 
upon him ; he rememLered what it would have been 
wholly nnlike him to have imagined. And thia 
fugitive memory of one who had been his saviour in 
bis extremity, yet who was lost to him on his 
awakening to consciousness, filled his thoughts un- 
ceasingly during the loll of his life in the solitudes 
of Monastica. 

For many weeks he lay there in the antique qmet 
chamber, with the glimpse of hill and torrent seen 
through its single casement, and the cadence of the 
Angelus or the Pro Peccatis alone breaking the 
.stillness at matins, mass, or vespers ; the inaction, 
the imprisonment, the monotony, were as intolerable 
to him as to a fettered lion, for though solitude 
might be oftentimes his preference, it was ever the 
solitude of freedom, of action, and of the grandeur 
of desert wilds, lie recovered slowly but surely, 
the science of the sisters and his own natural 
strength bringing him through in the teeth of immi- 
nent peril ; but it was &r into the autumn, and the 
pines were the only trees not bare in the Moldavian 
woods, when he rose with anything oi^his old power 
in his limbs, with anything of the old muscular 
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foree in liis xi^t ann» and breathed mthoai pain, 

and was free to go back to the world of tiie living 
ivithoui danger. 

Mean while, Europe rang for a space with his 

attempted assassination* A Queen's Messenger 

could not have been left for niuidered, and English 
state papers of the first and most seeret importance 

been waylaid by so shigular and trained a conspiracy, 
without the outrage being of import^ and rousing 
alike the wrath of his government and the specula- 
tions of all other Powers. That those who had 
stopped him were no ordinary assassins and 
marauders the object of their plunder showed; 
common banditti would have menaced his money, 
not his despatches. It seemed evident that his 
enemies had been men of considerable resources 
and power» that they had been well acquainted with 
his movements, and that their object had been poli- 
ticaL Southern Europe was in the throes of revolt, 
and much of central and eastern Europe seething 
in intrigue ; political gamesters would have counted 
one man's assassination a very little cost for the 
gain of political information and advantage in their 
unscrupulous rouge et noir. 

Amidst all» the criminals remained untracked* 
idoldavia said she did all she could to discover and 
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lender them up to justice. Whether or not this 
were true, they were undiscoTered; the little State 
was heavily mulcted for the outrage, and the perpe- 
trators went scot free at large* the night and their 
masks having shrouded them, the pine-forests tell- 
ing no taleSf and the sole clue to their subsequent 
identification Ijing in Erceldoune's recognition by 
Toice of their ringleader, as the Tiyacions and 
graceful bewailer for the sacrifice of crystallised 
violets, whom he had met at the Paris cafi^. 

The menace of England failed to track his 
assassins and bring them to their reckoning ; but 
he swore that sooner or later his own vengeance 
should find them, and strike home to that tiger 
1>mte whose laugh he would know again though a 
score of years should have rolled away before they 
'Stood face to faee. 

You bear no malice to your savage murderers, 
my son?" said the Abbess of Monastica to him, 
wistfully, one day, an aged woman, white-haired 
•and Tenerable, gentle as a child, and ttnworldly as 
«n infant, for she had taken the veil in her four- 
teenth year, and had never left the convent now that 
she had reached her seventieth, save on an occa- 
sional visit, as permitted by Moldavian rules, to the 
innocent festivities of Jassy. 
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Malice, madam ? No ! I am not a 

woman ! " 

The Abbess looked at bim mstfully BtUl; the 
answer was a^mative^ yet she was not wholly 
secure that this ms the meek and lowly mercy 
which she sought to win from him. 

Then yon forgive them, my son, and would 
remember, if you met them, the Lamb of God's 
injimction, * If thy enemy smite thee on one cheek, 
give him the other,* and would refrain from all 
yengeance— would you not ? " 

Erceldoune's hand came down on the massive oak 
table standing by him with a force that shook it to 
its centre. 

*'By my honour, madam, I would remember it 

so, that the life should not be left in one of them ! 
Forgive ? Ay I when I have turned dastard like 
them." 

The Mother Superior gazed at him with per- 
plexed trouble in her eyes; the childlike innocent 

m 

woman could not understand the strong unfettered 

nature of the man, with its deep passions and its 
fiery honour, which made the low serpent meanness 
of malice as impossible and incomprehensible to 
bim as it made the chastisement of cowardice and 
the vengeance of treachery instinctive and impera- 
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tiye, resistless as an impulse as it was sacred as a 
dafy. 

** But forgLYeness is God-]ike» mjr sou.'* 
May-be, madam ; but I am mortal." 

'* But it is a human duty." 

" To an open, gallant foe, madam — yes ! I ml! 
render it him to-moirow» and honour him from my 
soul the better he fights me and the harder he 
strikes ; but the serpent that stings me in the dark 
I set my heel on, for the yermin he is, and serve 
God and man when I strangle himJ 

The venerable Abbess si^ed; she had minis- 
tered to him through his unconsciousness and 
through his suffering, she had seen him bear tor- 
ture with a silent endurance that seemed to her 
superhuman in its heroism, and she had wept over 
the stately stature, levelled like a cedar felled by 
the axe, and the superb strength brought down to 
worse than a child's weakness, till she had felt for 
him something of a mother's tenderness, and found 
it hard to urge him to love and to pardon his 
injureni* Moieoyer, Mother Veranica^ was no 
casuist 

" It must be bitter, my son, I know,^ she mur- 
mured, ''and the evil spirit is strong in us, and 
feaifbl to mibdae ; but one who anfiered a deadlier 
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wrong than thine forgave the traitor and the 

murderer, though Judas sold him to the 
Cross." 

Erceldoune gave a movement of impatience, and 
the mnsoles of bis arm straightened as though by 
sheer instinct of longing to deliver from the 
shoulder." 

Pardon me, holy mother, I am no theologian ! 
Bat I know this, that if there had been a touch of 
loyalty and fealty among the eleven left, that 
scoundrel of Iscariot would not have lived till the 
morrow to hang himself. If I had been in Galilee, 
he would have had a lunge of steel through his 
lungs, and died a traitor's death I " 

So startling a view of apostoHo duty had never 
penetrated the sacred walls of the convent of Mona- 
stica ; the whole range of her instruction from the 
Ohm^ch had never given her a rule by which to deal 
with such a novel artide of creed, and she eat 
silent, gazing at him with a wistful bewilderment, 
wondering what the sainted Bemigius had replied 
when King Clovis gave him a similar answer in the 
old days of QbxiL 

Erceldoune, who felt a sincere gratitude to the 
aged woman who had showed him a xnother's ten- 
derness and care throughout a lengthened peril. 
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bent to her mih gentle reTerenee, which sat well 
upon him. 

Pardon me, madam, I spoke something roughly^ 
and men should not talk of these matters to women. 
There is one broad ground on which we can meet 
and understand one another^ that of your goodness 
to a stranger, and his sincere recognition of it. Lei 
that suffice ! " 

And Mother Veronica smiled wistfully on him, 
and after seventy years of unsuUied devotion to 
the Supreme Church, found herself guilty of the 
horrible heresy of loving one whose soul was lost^ 
and whose wild living will, and erring, wayward 
creeds, were the most fatal forms of tumult and 
revolt against which the Infallible Faith warned 
her! 

An eagle from his native Cheviot-side fettered in 
a cage, would not have been less £tted for it than 
Erceldoune for his imprisonment at Monastica ; as 
soon as he was strong enough to be raised in his 
couch, and was able to use his arm, he begmled the 
time with a pastime which had often whiled away 
hours and days of enforced inaction, in quarantine^ 
on board ship, becalmed in the tropics, or cooped 
up in Marseilles during the mistral. He painted 
extremely well. He was too thorough a man of 
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aeiion, too truly the English Effendi of the Eastern 
xuitionSf e^er to take art or indolence by choice ; 
bnt there had come many times in his life when to 
paint the rare scenery, or the picturesque groupings 
around him, had been his only available pursuit; 
and he did this with singular dash and delicacy, 
viyidness and truth. Erceldoune would never haye 
been a creative artist ; he had not the imaginative 
or poetic faculty which idealises, it was wholly alien 
to his nature and his habits; but what he mm he 
rendered with a force, a fidelity, and a brilliance of 
hue which painters by the score had envied him. 
He passed the dreary weeks now at Monastica 
painting what he had seen ; and the picture grew 
into such life and loveliness that the nuns marvelled 
when they looked on it, as the Beligieuses<of Bruges 
marvelled when they saw the " Marriage of St. 
Katherine " left in legacy to them by the soldier- 
artist Hans Hemling, whose wounds they had 
dressed, and cried out that it should be the Vir- 
ginal altar-piece in a world-famed cathedral. Yet 
the picture was but a woman's face-— a face with 
thoughtful lustrous eyes, and hair with a golden 
reflex on it, and lips which wore a smile that had 
something more profound than sadness, and more 
imperial than tenderness; a &ce looking downward 
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from au aureole of light» kalf sunlit and half 
shadowed* 

" Now I kijow that I have seen it, or I could not 
have painted it»" said Erceldonne to himself* as he 
cast down his brushes ; and to know that, was why 
he had done so. 

Keep the picture, madam, as altar-piece, or what 
it please you, in token of my gratitude at the least 
for the kindness I cannot hope to return," he said 
to the Mother Superior; ** and, if you ever see a 
woman whose likeness you recognise in it, she will 
be the one to whom I first owed the rescue of my 
life. Tell her Fulke Erceldoune waits to pay his 
debt" 

And Mother Veronica heard him with as much 
pain in his last words as she had had pleasure in 
his hrst, for she saw that the phantom of his 
delirium was stUl strong on him, and fiaared that 
his mind must wander, to be so haunted by this 
mere hallucination of the lady of his dreams. 

A few days later on, Erceldoune, able at last to 
endure the return journey through the mountains 
and across Hungary, attended a Te Deum to gratify 
the Abbess, in celebration and thanksgiving for his 
own restoration from death to life; left his three 
m<mths' pay to the almsgiving of the Order; bowed 
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bis lofty liead for the tearful benedicUou of the 
Mother Superior; and quitted the umocent com- 
Bi unity of religious women, in whose convent he 
had foimd asylum ; the Angehu chiming him a soft 
and solemn farewell, as, in the late leafless autumn, 
while the black Danube was swelling with the first 
rains of winter, and the forests were strewn with 
the yellow leaves that oovered the grare of his dead 
sorrel, he went out fiom the solitudes of Monastica 
back to the living world. 
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CHAPTEB V. 

**AN IGNIS FATUUS GLEAM OF LOVE." 

" It was a superb thing — ^zoagni^ent i " 

The most popular personage in the English 
Cabinet was standing on the hearth-rug of his own 
" library of his wife's chfttean of Liramar, South Italy, 
where he had snatched a brief autumn holiday, 
nothing altered and little aged since some twenty 
years before when the beggared Border-lord, in the 
pride] and liberty of his youth and his roin^ had won 
the great Minister's liking for life, by — ^a defiance. 

Erceldonne laughed, a little impatiently. 

" Nothing of the kind I Any other man in the 
service would have done the same; simplest daty 
possible." 

** Simple duties get done in this world, do they? 
Humph i I didn't know it I suppose you expected, 
when you gave the word to fiie, that the brutes 
would kill you — eh ? " 

** Of course ! I can't think now how they missed 
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it. I ought to have been riddled with bullets, if 
they had aimed properly." 

**I believe he's half disgusted he wasn't wholly 
dead, now I ** said his lordship, plaintiTdy. " It 
was a superb thing, I tell you ; but don't you do it 
again, Erceldonne. The trash we write, to bully 
and blind one another, isn't worth the loss of a 
gallant man's life. We know that! A terrible 
fellow went and said so too, in the Commons, last 
session; he was up, and nobody could stop him. 
He told us, point blank to our faces, that though we 
posed Y6iy successfully for the innocent public, we 
might as well drop the toga and show the sock and 
buskin before each other, as the attitudinising didn't 
take in the initiated, and must be a fearful bore 
always for us! Cleyer fellow. Tremendous hard 
hitter; but he wants training. By-the-way, the 
Principalities paid us down a heavy fine as indem* 
nity for that outrage ; half the money comes to you, 
clearly.'* 

"I iliank you, my dear lord, I have no need 
of it." 

"Eh? What? I thought you were poor, 
Erceldoune ? " 

I am ; but I have never been in debt, and I want 
nothing. Besides, if you will pardon my saying so. 
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I don't admire tiiat system of ' indemnification,* '* 
pWBaed Erceldoimey giTing himself a shake like a 
stagliouud where lie leaned against tlie marble 
mantlepiece. "^A sing^ scoundrel^ or a gang of 
scoundrels, commits an insult, as in this case, on 
Englandt or any other great power» ibroii^ ihA per- 
son of her representative, or perhaps merely through 
the person of one of her nation ; the state to which 
the rascals belong is heavily mulcted, by way of 

penalty* Who suffeis? Not the giully» hat the 
nnhappy multitudes, peasants, traders, farmers, 
citizens^ gentlemen>-HUI innocent — who pay the 
taxes and the imposts ! With an outrage from a 
great Power, if accidentally committed on a traveller 
by a horde of thieves, you would take no notice 
whatever ; if one were obviously done as a political 
insult, you would declare war. But when the thing 
happens in a small state, she is pnnished by an 
enormous fine, which half ruins her, for a crime 
which she conld no more prevent than you can help 
in Downing-street the last wreckers* murder that 
took place in Cornwall. Pardon me, but I fail to 
see the justice or the dignity of the system; and for 
myself, when my own conviction is that the assassins 
who stopped me were not Moldavians at all, what 
compen8ati<m wonld it be to me to have the money 
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wrong from a million or two guiltless people, whose 
country the cowards cbose to select as their field ? 
If you wish to avenge me, track the dastards, and 
give ihem into my power." 

The statesman listened as thej stood alone in the 
Khraiy* and looked at his guest, with humour light- 
ing up his blue eyes. 

"Erceldoune, if you hadn't that stiff-necked 
Scottish pride, which would make you knock me 
down, in all probability, if I offered it, I would give 
you thiec thousand u ycar to live with me and 
speak your mind," laughed his lordship, meaning 
his words too. ** You are a miracle in your genera- 
tion; you're not a bit like this age, sir; not a whit 
more than the Napiers ; you speak rarely, and never 
speak but the truth; you haye to choose between 
your life and your tiust, and, as a matter of course, 
^ye up your life ; you are moneyless, and refuse 
money the state would tender you, because you think 
it gained ' neither by justice nor dignily you have 
dined at my house in town, you have stayed in my 
house in the country; you know that I like you, 
and yet you arc the only man of my acquaintance 
who has neyer asked me for anything 1 On my life, 
sir, you don't do for this century.** 

« Unfit for my century, my lord, because I value 
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your friendship, and honour your esteem too highly 
to regard both only as ladders to * place ? 

The minister stretched his hand oat to him with 
one of those warm silent gestures of acknowledg- 
rnent^ yery nncommon wifh him, but very eloquent. 
Too sweet and sunny a temper to be a " good hater/' 
he was a cordial Mend ; how true and steadfEUt a 
friend those only knew who knew him in pnvate 
life. 

Well, the State at least owes you something/' 
he said, after a pause. You mast let us pay oar 
debt. Messengerships never do lead to anything, 
but that is no reason why they should not in your 
person. There are many half civil half military 
appointments for which your life has fitted you, and 
which you yourself would fill better than any man I 
know; the goTemorsMp of some good island, for 
instance." 

Erceldoune was silent a moment, leaning against 
the marble. 

I thank you sincerely, but I want nothing, and 
I have too much of the nomad in me to care to 
relinquish my wandering life in saddle. Give me 
no credit for asceticism, or renunciation; it is 
nothing of the kind. I should have been bom a 
desert chief; I have never. been happier than in the 
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Kabylea* * houses of hair/ lining on conscoossou and 

camel-flesh, and waiting for the lions through the 
night mth the ZoosTes and the Arabs. If you 
think, however, that I have really done enough to 
have earned any preference from England, I wH 
ask you to send me on service, as soon as I am 
myself again, to South and East Europe, with your 
authorisation to take leisure in returning if I desire 
itf and full powers from the goTemment to go to 
any expenses, or impress any assistance I require,, 
if I should be able to discover the persons, or the^ 
track of the assassins/' 

''Certainly, you shall have both to the follest. 
extent. You shall have the authorisation of the 
Crown to act predsely as you see fit; and spare no* 
cost, if you can get on the villains' traU, in bringing 
them to justice. I fear you will be baffted : we- 
don't know enough to identify them ; they seconded 
us well in France, and everything was tried, but 
failed. It was in Paris you had seen the man whose 
voice you recognised, wasn't it 2 Would you know 
him again ? " 

Erceldoune ground his heel into the tiger-skin of 
the hearth-rug as though his tiger-foe were under 
his feet: he longed to have his hand on the throat 
of the silky murderous brute. 
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^^I would swear to bis voice and his laa^ any- 

wheie a score of years hence ; and I should know 
liiin^ again, too: lie was as beautiful as a woman, 
though I did not take his measure as I should have 
done had I guessed whene we should meet*'* 

** The object, of coarse^ was purely political,. and 
there are thousands of men— ^Carlists, Ultramon* 
tanists, Carbonarists, Beactiomsts, Socialists, and 
all the rest of the Continentalists — who would have 
held that they only obeyed their chiefs, and acted 
like patriots in shooting you down, for the sake of 
your papers. Well, you shall have your own way, 
Erceldonne, and all you ask — it is little enough f 
Lady George 1 " broke oS his lordship, viyaciously, 
as a party from the billiard*room entered the library, 
" here is Erceldoune so enamoured of the country 
he was. murdered in, that he is asking me to have 
him sent off there again 1 These Messenger fellows 
are never quiet: he says he ought to be an Arab 
chief, and so he should be/* 

He only wants the white haick to look like one," 
smiled Lady George, a lovely blonde, dropping iier 
azure eyes on him with an efiEeotive side glance- 
wholly wasted. 

Erceldoune, to his own infinite annoyance, had 
found himself an object of hero-worship to aU the 
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brOliani beauties down at Linunar, where he had 
been bidden by the great Minister as soon as he 
was able to leave Monastica, and where that unworn 
octogenanaa was himself taking a rare short rest in 
the November of the year. His lordship was im- 
peratiYe in his summons to iiis favourite courier, to 
whom the southern air was likely to give back the 
lost strength wiiich was still only returning slowly 
and wearily to muscles and limbs whose foDse had 
been even as the lions of Libya." • 

The story of his nngle-handed peril, his choice 
of death rather than disloyalty to his trust, in the 
sOent ravine of the Moldavian pine-woods» had sent 
a thrill of its own chivalry through the languid, 
ftU admkravif egotistic, listless pulses of high-bred 
societyr Erceldoune was the hero of the hour if he 
chose ; and the Border Ea^e might have folded his 
strong pinions under the soft caress of a thousand 
white hands. Bat he didoiot choose : he had never 
cared for women — they had never g^ed any hold 
on him. Steeped in vice in his eadiest years, sen* 
suality had little power over his manhood ; and the 
languid* intrigues, the hollow homage, the ^love" 
of the drawing-rooms — ^pulseless, insipid^ artificial, 
Mvokms, pari h la mode^wete still more contemp- 
tible, and absolutely impossible to him. Nor was 
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fiMbionaUe liib to his taste: its wheels within 
wheels ill suited the singleness of his own charac- 
ter ; the feverish puerility of its envies and ambi- 
tions woke no chord of sympathy in him ; and its 
hot-pressed atmosphere was too narrow, and too 
rarehed with heat and per^une» for the lungs which 
only breathed freely on the moorland and the 
prairie, on the ocean and the mountain-side. A 
man once bonnd to the great world is a slave till 
the day of his death, and i^rceldoune could not have 
lived in chains. 

''You are vexy like one, of the eagles of your own 
Border, Sir Fnlke,^ said a French Duchesse at 
Liramar to him. She had been a beauty, and now, 
at forty, was a power^the costomaxy development 
of a Frenchwoman. 

** In love of Hberty , madame, and solitude ? Well, 
yes." 

He thought how be and the golden eagle had 
fallen, much alike, and the thought crossed him 
vaguely, should he ever live to wish that the shot, 
like the eagle's, had told home ? 

"Yes, and if I were twenty years younger, I 
would tame you 1 said the Duchesse, with a ma- 
licious smile. Ah ! how yon would suffer, how you 
would beat your strong wings against the chains. 
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how you would hate and worship, in one hreath, 
your captor, and how you would pant out your great 
life in torture till you sank down at last in davery 
as intense as your resistance i *' 

I / Yon do not know me much, liGladi.'* 
The Duchesse gave him a perfumy touch with her 
Ian as she swept away. 

Bah ! M« Erceidoune, X know your tribe and I 
know fheir tamers. Ton will find a wocse foe than 
a buUety soon or late* Your assassins were merciful 
to what your love will he^^hen you love. See if I 
am wrong ! " 

And with a laugh of compassion and of mocking 
prescience the prophetess of dark omen went to her 
whist-table, where she played as well as Prince 
Mettemich ; and Erceldoune passed on his way to 
the smoking-room, a contemptuous disdain working 
in him; — love !" he had never known it, he had 
neyer believed in it, the frank boldness of his nature 
had been proof against most of its seductions, and he 
only recognised in it a sophistical synonym for 
women's vanity and men's sensuality, or vice verad; 
md, take it in the long run, he was undoubtedly right. 

His passions were great ; but they had never been 
&irly aroused ; and he had, or thought he had, them 
under an iron bridle, like some Knight of St. John, 
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Judf priest, hilf BoUUfir, stem waxrior and asoetic 

monk ia one, his soul, like his body> mailed ia steel, 
and wresiling mth the ^ile tempters of the flesh, as 
with twining serpents that sought to wreathe round 
and stifle out his martial strength^ and drag it down- 
wards into Toluptuotts lumesy and enervating shame, 
and weafaiess, that would disgrace his manhood and 
his pride, his order and his oath, 

Tet vague, dreamy, half soft, half stormy thoughts 
swept over him of some love that this world might 
hold, with all the delight of passion, whilst lofder, 
richer, holier, than mere passion alone, which wakes 
and desires, pursues, possesses,— and dies. He 
believed it a fable; he was incredulous of its 
dominion ; it was, he fancied, alien to his nature ; 
he neither needed nor accredited it; yet the dim 
glory of some such li^t that never yet was upon 
sea or land," half touched his life in fancy for a 
second. For, where, he sat in the lonely smoking- 
room, with the smoke curling up from the meer- 
schaum bowl which had turned the bullet from his 
heart in Moldavia, and floating away to the far 
recesses of Bembrandtesqiue shade, — out from the 
shadow there seemed to rise, with the lustre in the 
eyes and the unspoken tenderness upon the lips, 
the face of the one who had saved him. 
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The fMe of a tanpttesB or an angel ? 

Erceldoone did not ask, as he sat and dreamt of 
that memozy called up from the depths of thought 
and shade ; then he rose with an impatient disdain 
of himself, and strode out into the lAite, mnn, 
Mediterranean night. 

Had he refased to surrender his life to any living 
woman, only to have it haunted by a mere phantom- 
shape, a haJlueination wrought from the fever- 
fiancies .of a past delirium ? 

The great Minister went home ; the gathering at 
Xiiramar remained with the hostess — Eroeldoune 
with them ; the sea breezes were bringing him back, 
their old force into his limbs, and the mellow air 
was driving away the danger which for a time had 
threatened his lungs from the deep chest^wound 
where the ball had lodged. In physics he did not 
believe — he never touched them ; air and sea-water 
were his sole physicians* and under them the fiiUen 
Titan rose again* 

^' X took too mndi killing I *' he Jaughed to one of 
the men as they drifted down the waters lapping the 
sminy Sicilian shores, in the brief space which 
severs the day from the night. He had reported 
himsdf ready for fresh service, and the Messenger 
who was to bring the Italian bag to Palermo would 
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deHver him despatches for the Principalities and 
Asiatic Turkey. Erceldoune was impatient to be 
on the move, and feel himself in saddle once more ; 
while in inaction, too, he was no nearer on his quest 
— of those who had attacked his life, and of the one 
who had saved it. Phantom, hallucination, delirious 
memory, be it what it would, the remembrance 
which haunted him, and which he had no single 
proof was aBything more tangible than a feyer-bom 
imaj, was strong on him — ^the stronger the more he 
thrust it away. The woman who had rescued him, 
and who had since been lost to him in the darkness 
of mystery and the wide wilderness of the world, he 
could not recall, save by such intangible unsubstan- 
tiated recollection as had remained to him from 
unconsciousness; common reason told him that it 
could be but a folly which haunted the brain from 
the visions of his long peril, but reason failed to 
drive it out, or shake the first impression which had 
ever wakened or seized his imagination. The idea 
which pursued him, the &ce he had painted in the 
monastic solitude of the convent, had become to him 
a living reality; he resisted it, he trampled it out; 
not un&equently he recoiled and shuddered £rom it, 
as from the phantasia of impending insanity : but it 
remained there. Her face rose before him from the 
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sea depths, when he plunged down into the dark 
violet wayeSt and let them dose above his head ; he 
saw it with every gorgeous sunset that flushed the 
skies with fixe ; he remembered it with evexy hour 
he spent alone lying on the sands, or steering 
through the waters, or waiting with his ride for the 
sea-birds on the pine-crowned rocks. He could not 
banish it ; and he used no sophism or half-truths 
with himself; he knew that, vision or reality, which* 
ever it was, it had dominion over him, and that the 
search he so thirsted to make for his assassins was 
not more closely woven with his thoughts than the 
quest of what was but ^ un ombre, un r^ve, un 
nen " — ^a phantom and a shadow. 

The boat dropped down the Mediterranean that 
night, while the sun was setting, drifting genUy « 
through the blue stretch of the waves, while the 
striped sails were filled by a west wind that brought 
over the sea. a thousand odours from the far Levant, 
and the voices of the xomen idly chaunted the 
**Ave Maria, Stella Virgine!" Erceldoune was 
stretched in the bottom of the boat, at the feet of a 
£ur aristocrat, who leaned her hand over the lee- 
ward side playing with the water, and letting tlia 
drops fall, diamond bright as her rings, glancing at 
him now and then the while, and wondering, as she 
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had wondmd long at Liramar, what maniMr of man 
this was, who coxifessed himself poor and a mere 
courier, yet bore himself lake a noble ; who had Ihe 
blood of m aacient race» aad the habits of a desert 
chief; who was indifferent and insensible to all 
women, yet had, for all, a grave and genUe courtesy, 
for the grape -girl among the vineyards yonder^ as 
for her, the patcicuui and the queen. of ooqaettes, 
leaning here. He was nnlike anything in hmr worid 
-»-^d Lady George would fain have roused in him 
the forbidden love which she, proud empress thon^^ 
she was, had learned, in her own despite, as her own 
ehastiBement. 

But Erceldoune ,lay looking eastward at a lateen- 
boat catting its swift tnu^ throagh the waters ; so 
• little had .her beauty ever caught his eyes, that he 
neyear even knew that he had ronaed her intetiest. 
Vanity he had absolutely none ; and as for pxide in 
such uncared-for, unsought victories, he would have 
as soon thought of being proud that a bright Siailian 
butterfly had flown beooeath his foot, and been 
crushed by. it. . 

How beautifaUy she cuts her way he said to 
the mau .beside him. Look how she dips* and 
lifts herself again— Hght. as a bird! She will be 
past us like lightning," 
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L$dy Qeoige glanced at Iwr rival across ilie sea; 

how stiauge it was, she thought» that any maa 
should live who coold look at a lateen^boat rather 
than at her I 

*' As with a bound 
Into the rosy and golden half 
Of the sky, 

I suppose/' she quoted listlessly. 

Their owb vessel £oated lazily and slowly; the 
lateen-oraft came on after them* as he had said, 
turned into a pleasure-boat^ end draped with costli- 
ness, and laden witih a fimgrant load of liolets 
gathered for distilling, piled high, and Mixig the 
air witii odour. The skiff passed them swiftly ; — 
half-^Qreeued .by the rich draperies, the tawny sails, 
and the purple mound of the violets, and turned 
half J&om them, and towards tbe western skies, as 
the boat flashed x^ast in the haze of light, he saw a 
woman. 

With a loud cry he sprang to his feet, the vessel 
rocking and lurching under the sudden impetus ; — 
he had seen the face of his dreams, the face of his 
saviour. And the lateen-boat was cutting its swift 
way throuf^ the waves, away into the misty pm^ple 
shadow out of reach, out of sight ! 

" Neuralgia ? *' said one of the men. Ah ! that 
is always the worst of shot-wounds.'' 
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**You are ill? — ^you are in pain?" asked Lady 
Geoxge ; and her yoice was hnzried and tremaious. 

Erceldoune set his teeth hard, his eyes straining 
into the warm haze where the lateen-hoat was wing* 
ing her rapid way, out of reach, while tiieu' own lay 
idly roddng on the waves* 

"Pardon me — no," he said, in answer to them, 
for the man's nature was too integrally true to seek 
shelter under even a tacit acceptance of an untruth. 

I saw one whom I recognised as having last seen 
in Moldavia the day the brigands shot me down. I 
fear that I foolishly startled you all ? " 

They thought it nothing strange that any link with 
the memory of his attempted assassination should 
liave roused him ; and he leaned over the boat's side 
following the now distant track of the light lateen- 
skiff with his eyes, — silent in the wild reasonlei^s 
joy, and the hitter baffled regret^ which swept to- 
gether through his veins. The face that he had 
dreamed had bent over him in his anguish and ex- 
tremity, was then a truth, a living loveliness, a life 
to be found on earth— no fever-bom ideal of his own 
disordered brain ; lie had seen again, and seen now 
in the clearness of reason, the face of the woman 
who had been liis ministering angel. Yet, as she 
had been lost to him then» so she was lost to him 
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now ; and as the sun sunk down below the waves, 
and the sadden southern night fell shrouding the 
Sicilian boat in its shadows, the phosphor light left 
in its track and the odour of its violet freight dying 
off from the sea and the air, lie could have believed 
he had but been dreaming afresh. 

Was he mad ? Erceldoune almost asked himself 
the question as he leaned over the vessel's side 
looking down into the purple shadows of the water. 
High-born, by the beauiy of her face, and by the 
luxury with which that little skill was decked, how 
should she have been in the wild solitudes of the 
Moldavian forest ? Compassionate to his peril and 
extremity, would she have cared nothing to know 
whether death or life had been at last his portion ? 
— and could an act of such noble and pitying 
humanity have needed the veil of mystery and 
denial in which it had been shrouded by the serfs' 
repudiation of all knowledge that any save them- 
selves had found him ? 

Yet, the face of which he had dreamed, he had 
seen now in the evening light of the Mediterranean 
-^the mere phantom of a delirium could not have 
become vivid and living thus* A heavy oath was 
stifled in his teeth, as he stood with his eyes strained 
to pierce the cloudy ofi^ng. Why had he not been 
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alone, that — a few yards more sail iiuug out to the 
winds, and his own hand upon the hehn-^his boat 
could have given chase down the luminous sea, and 
have swept away with hers, no matter at what cost 
of sand-reef or of shipwreck, into that golden mist, 
that twilight darkness i 
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CHAPTER VI. 

TUE WISDOM MOTHBB VEB,ONXCA. 

The pines were tipped with their lightest green, 
the tonents were swollen with the winter rauiB, the 
rafts were rushing, ^lightning-like, down the rivers 
in the impetoB that the spring lends to nature and 
to labour, to the earth and the human swarm it 
bears ; prinuoses strewed every inch of ground imder 
the boughs of die pine-woods ; and the light of the 
young year was on the solitary' hills and ravines as 
Erceldoune rode once more into Moldavia^ through 
the same defile where his assassins had waylaid 
him. 

He cheeked his horse, and wondered if the 

horrors of that wild night had been all a dream, 
as he looked down: the tmnUing water glistened in 
the sunhght, the grass had grown in ranker luxu- 
lianoe where the good bay was laid in her last 
resting-place ; over the place where he had fallen, 
bright clusters of spring-flowers blossomed among 
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the moss ; two records of the night's work alone 

remained : tlie black and broken pme-ti'unk that 
had been flung across the road, and had only been 
now lifted to one side, and a dark crimsoned stain, 
where the granite rock had been soaked and crusted 
with his life-blood, too deeply for even the snows of 
winter wholly to wash ont the shade it left* The 
most thoughtless man would have felt some shadow 
of earnestness steal on him in such a place, with 
such a memory ; Erceldoune, though used to meet 
death in every shape, and too habituated to danger 
to ever feel its terror, let th6 bridle slacken on his 
stallion's neck, and gazed down on the wild ravine 
round him, with something of solemnity upon him 
— had the shot been one hair's breadth nearer his 
heart, he had now been rotting there with his dead 
horse ; had she who had come as his guardian angel 
been one instant later, his eyes had now been blind 
to the Hght of the sun, and his life numbered vrath 
the vast nameless multitudes of the grave. 

It was a strange unreal knowledge to the man in 
whose veins life swept with such eager vivid force, 
and in whose every breath and every limb strength 
was so vital, that life and strength both seemed 
etemaL 

It was very still, here in the depths of the Danu- 
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bian defile; ftnd in the flood of sunset light 

he seemed to see the face of the woman lie 
had lost. His heart went out to her with 
a futile, passionate longing ; the pine-boughs 
that bent over him had shadowed her^ the water 
that foamed at his feet had been touched bj her 
hand; here his head had rested on her bosom, 
here his eyes had looked upward through the mists 
of agony to hers. The very grasses whispered 
of her ; the yery rocks were witness of his debt 
to her! 

In madness with himself, in passionate thought 
of her, he dashed the spurs into his horse's flanks, 
and swept, full gallop, down the steep incline. Was 
thu Love ? 

For a woman seen but twice, for a mere memory, 
for a loveliness, fugitiye, nameless, dreamlike, 
mourned and lost ! 

In the first spring-time of the year, Holy Mother 
Veronica sat in her pleasant little chamber, which 
was panelled with maple wood, and filled with early 
flowers, and delicate carvings, and the soft-hued 
heads of saints, and had as little of conventual 
gloom as though it had been a boudoir in a chateau 
rather than an Abbess's "cell'* in Monastica; for * 
they are no ascetics, but ei\joy life in^ their way. 



Digitized by Gij^.' ..^ 



180 WALUu 



those innocent, chUd-like, bimny-natured nuns of 
Moldftvian Mcmastica. 

' Mother Veronica sat in deep thought, the sun 
upon hfsr «lTtered hair, pfimroses and an anttque 
vellum " HoroB " lying together in her lap — the 
heeh gifts of Natoze mth the worn manual of Super- 
stition — venerable and happy in her serene old age. 
The pzimroses were untouched^ the missal lay un- 
read. Mother Veronica was looking out at the hlue 
mountain line; and thinking of the stranger to whom 
slic liad felt almost that mother's tenderness which 
her liie had not known, though in her eyes he was 
godless and a lost soul, a grand Pagan whom it was 
hopeless to sare ; thinking wistfully, for she helieved 
that on earth she would never see him again. 
Suddenly she heard* in the oonvent aisle without, 
the iron ring of a tread more like that of the 
Knights Templar, who had once held Monastioa, 
'^an like' the suhdued slow step of her order ; — she 
started and listened; could it he that the Virgin 
had heard her prayers, and allowed her to see the 
heathen who was, perohance, so wrongly dear to 
her ? She hardly hoped it; yet she listened with 



behold the mere mortal life of a heretic ! 
But that he was suoh an infidel. Mother Veronica 
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wholly forgot when the door unclosed, and a sister 
ushered in Eroeldoune. 

" Ah, my son, the blessing of Heaven rest on 
you I " cried the Abbess, stretehing out her hands 
^th ferreni welcome. " I neyer Ihought to see you 
here again* It is good — very goojd — ^to have re- 
membered xkSf and come back from your great world 
to Moaastical" 

"Far from it, madam," answered Eroeldoune, 
bending lower to the simple venerable woman than 
he had ever bent to the patrician coquettes of Lira- 
mar. It would be sorely ungrateful if I could 
enter Moldavia without seeing those to whom I owe 
it that I am not now rotting in its pine-woods." 

** And you are recovered—entirely ? " 

*^ Entirely. My strength is wholly returned.'' 

Her hands still holding his, Mother Veronica 
drew him nearer to the light, looking upward at him 
with as much pride and tenderness as lliougli lie 
had been her son by blood instead of by die mere 
title of the Church; then a sudden remeiubrance 
lightened hear aged &ce and sunken eyes with all the 
iiLLLOceiit eagerness of a life which lives in solitude, 
where eaeh chance thfle is a rare and wondrous 
events 

*'AhI my 8on«-I lorgot— I have so mnch 

xS 
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to tell you. I liave seen the woman of your 
picture ! " 

« You have ! And she ? " 

**SIi6 saved your life,— yes; but it is all so 
strange ! Listen — I will tell you-^ — " 
Do, for God's sake! And she ?" 

" Oh, my son, do not take a holy name in vain for 
a woman's perisHable beaufy ! " said Mother Vero- 
nica, with plaintive reproof, while Erceldoune 
erushed his heel into the xnaple*wood floor in a 
sore effort to contain his soul in patience. It was 
about a month ago that at a Salutation to the 
Virgin, to which, as you know, strangers come 
sometimes &om Piatra, even sometimes as &r as 
from Bonan and Jassy, I lifted my eyes duiing the 
-service — cannot tell how I came to do so wicked a 
thing — and I saw — ah ! I thought I should have 
iainted!~in the shadow of another aisle, living 
>before me, the glorious beauty that you painted in 
^ our altar-piece ! I never sinned so deeply in my life 
'before, but, though I never raised my eyes again, I 
thought of nothing but her all through the mass. If 
she tempted me so, how must she have tempted the 
souk of men ! She is more lovely even than your 

portrait '* 

But her name— her country ? " broke in Ercel- 
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doune, impatiently. " Why have withheld from me 
that she—" 

''My son, I will tell all I know if you do not 
hasten me/* pleaded Mother Veronica. ''When 
the Salutation was over. Sister Eunice came and 
told me that a lady sought to see me ; I bade her 
bring her here, and it was here I saw her— the 
-nroman of your picture, with those deep marrellous 
eyes, and that hair which is like light. Ah ! how 
mcked it is that a mere earthly beauty of form can 
touch us and win us as can never ail the spiritual 
beauty of the saints. One sees at once that she is 
of noble rank, and young, but she is a woman of the 
world — too much a woman of the world! She 
apologised to me with a proud grace that the base 
bom neyer can have, my son (though we ought to 
believe that the Father has made all equal), and said 
she came to ask about a stranger who had been 
succoured by us in the autumn, and been cured of 
dangerous wounds ; had he suffered much — ^had he 
been wholly restored ? Then I knew that what we 
had deemed delirium had been the truth, and that 
this was she who had save^ you ; but I said nothing 
of that, only answered her fully of your ilhiess and 
of your cure, and then added to her, as it were care- 
lessly^ that in your convalescence you had painted 
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an altar-piece for Monastica — would she like to see 
it ? She assented— she has a Toice as low and rich 
as musio— and I led her to the chapel, and pointed 
to the Virgin's altar, where it hangs.- She went 
forward — and X saw her start ; she gave a stifled cry, 
and iiien stood silent. She conld not but see tiiat 
it .was her own beauty. I let her stand awhile, for 
I thought she was agitated ; then I went forward, 
and said to her, ' He who painted that picture, my 
daughter, when he left it with me, said, If you eyer 
see a woman whose portrait you recognise in it, she 
will he the woman to whom I first owed the resene 
of my life. Tell her Fulke Erceldoone waits to pay 
his debt." My daughter, yon are she.' Her lips 
quivered a little though she answered me coldly. 
* He said that ? How conld he have known ?*-*how 
could he have remembered?' 'How well he 
remembered, my daughter,' I answered her, 'his 
paintiag says. Your words confess that you ^st 
saved this stranger*s life ; why conceal so noble an 
act of mercy ? ' She turned her eyes on mine, half 
mournfully, half haughtily. * I had due reason. It 
was little that I did for thjs Enghsh traveller. My 
hound led me to him, and I found him, as I sup- 
posed, dying — ^left for dead, doubtless, by s<me 
ioxest brigands* I did what I could to revive him — 
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HwM searce anything to UMte-aiid stayed yn& 
liim while I seat my dog to biing assistance. TJbat 
was all; it merited no gratitude, and I had na 
thought that he would ever know it> since he was 
imccmscious all the time I watched him.^ ^But 
you were in peril, my daughter 2 If ihe briganda 

had returned * Ah, my son, if yon could have 

seen the proud beauty of her face as she smiled on 
me ! * Is life so beloved a thing, that we must be 
too great cowards to chance its loss when -another is 
in extremity, and needs us ? ' The words were so 
courageous, and yet so mournful! She is as 
beautilul as the mominigir but I fear she ifiT.not 
happy." 

Ereeldoune paced the little chamber to and fro for 
a second, his arms folded, his head bent, his heart 
moved to a strange softness and pain that his 
had never known; then he paused abruptly before' 
the Abbess. 

Her name! Tell me her name ! " 

** Alas, my son ! I cannot." 

** Cannot ^ Great Heaven! you never let her. go 
unknown ? " 

• Do not be angered, my son. It was not in my 
power to prevent it ; she chose it to remain secret.. 
All I know is, that ahe let fall agold pei^uiAiQrboxj).^ 
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she left m7 eeU» and that as I lifted it, and sent 
Daughter Yirgioia with it after her, I saw engraven 
on the lid one word only — ' Idalia.' 
• "Idalial" 

He repeated the word with passionate tremnlooa 
eagerness; it seemed to liiia the sweetest poem poets 
could ever dream, the ftirest echo that eyer the 
world heard, the treasury of all that womanhood 
could give of beauty, grace, and lore, that single 
Greek name of the woman he pursued; yet,— it 
conld serre him in nothing. 

'^Idalia!— IdaUa! That will do nothing to 
her ? Oh, my God ! she is lost to me as she was 
lost in Sicily ! " 

The words were more fbll of bitterness than any 
she had ever heard wrung from him by his physical 
anguish, while he paced up and down the narrow 
chamber. 

It is very strange ; bnt indeed it was no fault of 
mine," pleaded the Abbess, a little piteously, for 
she saw that it was a heavy blow to him, and she 
dreaded alike to see the pain or the wrath of that 
uncbastened Pagan natm^ before which the Mother 
Superior, used only to deal with and chasten or 
solace the untroubled souls of guileless women, 
whose heaviest sin was an omitted prayer, felt help* 
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less. "And perhaps it is for the best that you 
should not know where to seek her, for hers is a 
^vuadious soi'cery, and it might be a fatal snare : if 
it is such a delight of the eyes to me, what might it 
be to you ? It is not well to see anything of a mere 
hnmaii earthly charm so glorious as that." 

Erceldoone stretched his hand out with an irre- 
pressihle gesture. 

But surely you told her, at the least, how great 
I held the debt I owe to her ?— how deeply I felt 
her humanity, her heroism, her self-devotion to a 
stranger ? How " 

** I told her, my son, that in all your deliiium you 
spoke but of her» and that on awaking to conscious- 
ness your first q^uestion was for her, even as the first 
e£fort of your strength was to paint her own loyeli- 
ness upon tlie canvas ; and she heard me sileutly, 
and seemed profoundly moved that yon should have 
thus remembered her," pursued innocent !Mother 
Yeronicay placidly, unwitting in her serenity that 
she was but ** heaping fuel to the burning," while 
where Erceldoune leaned in the shadow his face 
flushed hotly again. Spoken out in the calm words 
of the Superior, his passionate memory of an un- 
known woman looked more wild and more tender 
than he liked that anything of his should look. " I 
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spoke of you as I felt," went on Mother Veronica 
** and she seemed to like to hear all» which was but 
natural, since she saved youi* life, and found you so 
cruelly injured in the forest; though she said 
you owed her little, and that the dog had done more 
for yon than she had. • She looked long at the 
painting. * The English stranger has honoured me 
too much/ she said at last; ' and so, holy mother/ 
have you. The portrait — my portrait — should not 
be chosen for any-altaovpiece.^ Hang it, rather, in 
the shadow, with that . Guide's Magdalen/ And 
with those words, my son, she bade me farewell^ 
and I felt, all sinful though it was to feel such a 
thing ion a mere mortal crestore, as though the light 
had sunk out of Monastica when she was gone. 
Ah ! just such beanty must have been the beauty 
of the glorified Dorothea, when she brought the 
summer-roses and the golden firnit of Parodise at 
midnight to the stricken unbeliever ! " 

Erceldomie stood long silent, leaning against the 
embrasure, with his head bent; except under the 
immediaie impulse of passion, many words weve<not 
natural to him. 

*^ Is she married?" he sadd, suddenly, after a 
lengthened pause. 

**I-^eannot tell, my son. She said nothing of 
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herself. Her dress is rich, her manners noble. I 
know no more. She had mahy zings upon har left 
hand; one of them might be her marriage-ring. 
That she is not happy, I am oertain.' - . 

Erceldouue crushed a bitter oath to silence. Not 
«Ten to know of her ! 
. ** Can I see the picture in the chapel ? " 

Surely, my son. Do we not owe it to your . art 
and your gift ? " ■ 

His step woke the hollow echoes of: the axehed 
aisles as it rang on the stone pavements, and he 
passed into the chapel, £ur famed thioa{^ all the 
> Dauubian Principalities for its antiquity, its riches, 
and its architecture, which closely resembled that of 
the Bohemian Chancery at Vienna. It was cool 
and dark and still, the ^ass stained witib, deep and 
glowing hues, the lofty arches stietching on till 
they were lost in gloom ; and the &ce of his own 
painting, with its brilliant light, looked down like 
that of an angel from out the depths of shade. 
Thus had he seen her, — and seen only to lose her 
onee more, — in the violet shadows and the fitdling 
night of the Siciliau seas. 

Eiceldonne stood there long, and in silence, as 
before him a Templar, leal to his monastic oath 
ihxotigh half a lifstime, might have stood before.tha 
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same aitar, seeing in the viiginal beauty of some 
sacred arlist*8 paiiited thanght only the loyeliness 
of the woman before wliom the asceticism of the 
soldier, priest, and anchorite had flung domt aword 
and shield and cross, and bowed and fallen. 

The Abbess Yeronica looked at him with an 
earnest sadness, then went and laid her hand on his 
am: 

" Do not think so much of her, my son ; it may 
be she is not worthy of it. A beauty divine she 
has; but it is not always in those of fairest form 
that the divine spirit rests. There is mystery vrith 
her ; and where there is mystery, my son, all is not 
well. I doubt me if she be what you deem her. 
The belladonna is beautiful, but living in darkness, 
and loving the shade, it brings only poison and 
death. Take to your bosom that flower alone, which 
lives in the clearness of light, and folds no leaves 
unopened from your eyes." 

He gave a movement of impatience, but he an- 
swered nothing : it was not in him to take shelter 
beneath denial, when to give the lie would have 
been to He, and he turned and walked up and down 
the aisle, where, a few months before, the living 
presence of the woman he sought had been, his 
tread re-echoing through the silent chapel, in which 
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the step of man had never been heard since the days 
of the Temple Knights. And as he went, pacing 
slowly to and fro in tlic religious solitudes, he saw 
noihing but the face above the Virgin's altar — ^the 
face of tiie woman on whose heart he had rested, 
from whose hand he had dnmk the living waters of 
life, and yet who was lost to him — a stranger and 
mitracked— in the wide wilderness of the world. 
He stayed that night at Monastica. 
The nmis were innocent as children, and though 
reluctant to receive a male guest, entertained him 
dieerf ttlly» once admitted. He was reluctant to leave 
the place where at least one could speak to him of 
the woman whose memory was so dear^ where at least 
her presence once had been, and still seemed to him 
to sanctify the very stones that she had trodden. 
Mother Veronica made him welcome with almost a 
mother's devotednes : this strong, fiery, lawless 
heathen, as she held him, had grown very dear to 
her, and having eased her conscience by warning him, 
she could no longer resist the temptation, so strong 
in a monotonous and one-idea'd life, of dwelling on 
the romance and mystery of the single episode 
which had broken the even tenor of her days. He 
listened over and over again to the same words, 
never wearying of them, for he was in love with his 
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own ideal as utterly as any lad of tweaty. In the 

pause between her religious services, in the hush of 
ifaa spring-tide» while she walked with him in the 
still convent gardens, and at the suj^er she shared 
with him in her pretiy little cell, with its maple 
wood, its sunny pictures, and its fresh primroses, 
that had nothing of the reclose, as the meal had 
nothing of the ascetic in its frothing choooktej 
golden honey, milk-white cakes, dainty river fish, and 
newly laid eggs, the Abbess spoke incessantly and 
garmloatly of bntonetheme* She did penance for the 
indulgence every ten minutes, it is true, by a gentb 
lilde pleading sermon against the desire of the eye, 
the perishabieness of earthly beauty, and the danger 
of erring idolatry; bnt the penance done, she per- 
petually nullified it by dweiliug, in all her innocent 
unwisdom, on every grace, on every word, on every 
charm of the woman against whom, nevertheless, 
she tenderly warned him. Every syllable she 
uttered heightened a hundred-fold the sorcery which 
his lost saviour's memory had for him, and all her 
simple warnings drifted past his thoughts unheard. 
A child's hand will sooner stop the eeas> whm they 
rise in their wrath, thap counsels of caution or of 
prudence arrest the growth of a great passion. 
"Idalial" 
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That solitary word seemed all he eotdd see or 
hear as he sat in the twilight, while the mist slowly 
stole over the bright primroses, the sculptured 
ivory PassioB» and the silver m.S. that ^stened 
on the draperies of the Mother Superior's peaceful 
altar» as it had oaee done osx the labartm of the 
Constantines. 

"Idaiia!" 

It seemed to fill the night, that single name of the 
shadow he pmsuedy as Erceldoane stood on the 
balcony that ran round the convent, alone, while all 
around him slept» while the great forests stretched 
away on every side into the darkness, burying in 
them the little Swiss-like chalets, in each of which 
there dwelt, according to Moldavian custom, one 
nun alone ; safe in that lonely wildemes, though 
with no guardian but her own sanctity, j 

The stars were bright, the murmurs of innumer- 
able torrents filled the silence, the heavy odours 
of a million pines rose up firom below, and over 
the far Danubian plains the woods trembled as 
though stirred by the shadowy hosts of Persian 
m) riads and of Scythian chiefs, of Koman legions 
•and of Avar hordes, whose bones had whitened in 
their eternal sands, and whose graves were locked 
in their funereal depths, . It was profoundly still, 
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while &om the comrent tower the midnight strokes 

fell slowly, beating out the flight of Tiinc, that in 
its merciless eternal movement had left of the Great 
King but the writing on the wall, but the mute story 
of Assyrian stones ; and that had swept down« like 
insects of a summer day, the mailed aud mighty 
cohorts who once had passed the windings of the 
Ister, with the shouts of '* Ave Caesar Imperator ! ** 
proudly heralding the passage of the Last Oonstan* 
tine. Where were they — ^the innumerable Peoples 
of the Past? 

Where were they ? — bright Greek and delicate 
Persian, raTCning Hun and haughty Latin, swift 
Scythian and black-browed Tartar, brute Mogul and 
patrician Boman, whose bones lay buried there, 
unmarked, unparted, in the community of the 
grave ? 

The Danube rolled along its majestic waters, 
while centuries and cycles passed; sweeping onward 
under the same sun that once flashed on the 
diadem of Darius; flowing in solemn melody 

through the night mider the same stars which the 

wistfol eyes of Julian once studied in the still lonely 

watches of his tent. The river was living still, 
dark and changeless, rushing ever onward to the 
sea; but they, the fleeting and innumerable phan- 
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toms, the Generations of the Bead, were gone for 

evermore. 

As he stood there in the midnight solitade, it 

seemed to him as if, in the midst of his virile and 
adrentarous life, he suddenly paused for the first 
time, and thought itself paused with him ; it was 
because he was, for the first time, a dreamer-^for 
the first time a lover. 

Something of melancholy, of foreboding, were on 
him ; the world for once seemed weary to liim ; he 
wondered why men lired only to suffer and to die- 
In all his years before he had never felt this ; they 
had been filled with rapid action and vigorous- 
strength, finding their joys in the close conflict of' 
peril, in the mere sense of abundant and powerful 
life, in the victories of an athlete wrestling breast to 
breast with the lion or bear, and in the swift 
sweep of a wild gallop through jungles of the 
tropics, or cold crisp dawns of northern moorlands* 
Now he knew that his life was no longer under his 
own governance ; now he knew that the vague fimtasy 
of a baseless dream was dearer to him than anything 
which the earth held. It had its sweetness and 
its bitterness both : she lived ; she had remembered 
him; she was not happy; this was all he knew, 

but it was enough to fill the night with her 
vox» I. & 
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memoiy, and from those brief wcnrds to build a 
world. 

His imagination had never awakened before, but 
now his fancies ihxonged with dreamBt wild as a 

youth's, vague as a poet's, and dazzling as 

Firetiies tangled in a silver braid. 

Thus, before him» in the Danobian soUtades, once 

tiae battie-lield of nations, the Persian of the Im- 

moirtal Guard had tbonght of some gazelle«eyed 

Lydian, seen once, never to be forgot, in the Temple 
of the Sim ; the wild Bulgarian had felt his savage 
eyes grow dim with tears of blood when the Byzan- 
tine arrow pierc^ ins breast, and he remembered 
some Greek captive, loved as tigers love, who never 
again would lie within his arms, and to whose feet 
he would never bring again the pillage of the palace 
and the trophies of the hunt ; the Roman Legionary 
leaning on his spear, on guard, while the cohorts 
adept in their black &ozen camp, had dreamed of a 
gold-haired barbarian far away in the utmost limits 
of the western isles, whom he had loved under the 
green shadows of fresli liritanrdc woods, as he 
had never loved the haughty Boman matron who 
bore his name where tawny Tiber rolled. Thus, 
before him, men had mused, in those forsaken soli- 
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tades, of the light of a woman's smile, of the soft- 
ness of a woman's memory, where, standing in the 
silence of the night» he heard the fedl of the torrents 
thnnder through the stillness, and watched the 
blaek pines tower upward into the starlighted gloom. 
Nations had perished on those shadowy battle- 
plains ; hut the same river rolled unchanged, and 
unchanged the same dreams of passion dreamed 
themselves away. 



* 



CHAPTER VII. 

THS BADG£ OF TH£ SILV£E IVY* 

It was nudnight and nud-winter in Paris, eaow 

lying thick on the ground ; dead lying thick in the 
Moigne; outcasts gnawing the bones dogs had left» 
and shivering on church-steps built by pious crowds, 
who glorified God and starved their brethren; aris* 
tocrates skimming over the ice, flashing their dia- 
monds in the torchlight^ wann in their swansdown 
and ermine ; wretches who dared be both poor and 
honesty sleeping, famine-stricken, under bridge** 
arches, as such a twin-insult to a wise world de- 
served; philosophers, male and female, who were 
vile, and got gold, and joliment jouaieui leurs 
mmdea, drinking Cdte and Rhine wines, and laugh- 
ing at life from velvet couches. It was a bitter icy 
night, and the contrasts of a great cit7 were at their 
widest and sharpest, as the chiffonnier searched iu 
the snow for offal as treasure, and the Princess lost 
in the snow, as a mere bagatelle, wealth in an 
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emerald that would have bought bread fox a million; 
as a young child, half naked, sobbed, homeless, 
under the pitiless cold, and a State Messenger, 
mapped in furs, was rolled in his travelling carriage 
through the bright gaslit streets. The Bojal Couher 
was lying, stretched nearly at length on his carriage- 
bed, while he dashed through the capital full speed, 
not losing a moment to get through to Persia. 

There was plenty of time to sleep while the train 
tore through the night to Marseilles, and he raised 
himself on his arm and looked out at the old 
iamiliar, welcome streets of Paris; a mistress for 
every new-comer, a friend to evexy well-worn re* 
taming traveller, a syren ever fresh, ever dear, ever 
unhYalled. As he did so, the carriage was passing 
down the Bue L^pelletier and before tfie Openi» 
where the doors had just opened for one of those 
balls to which all Paris proper (or imxn oper) flocks. 
The throng was great; the wheel of his carriage 
nearly locked in another, whose gas-lamps, flashing 
o& the snow, lighted up the face of a woman within, 
with the azure of sapphires glancing above her brow. 
The Queen's Messenger started up from his car- 
riage-couch and threw himself forward; his postboy 
saved the collision, his horses dashed on without a 
pause. 
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He flung iiiinBelf back among liis iuxB, with a 
Sime liittemess in his soul : 

Good Gody agaiii !— *aud there I" - 

The carriage whirled on^ leaving the ma^ed 
throngs to flock to the wild Bigolboche of the 
Op^ea. 

That night under the glitter of a chandelier in 
the Hotel Miraheau, before a fire which shed its 
warmth over the green velvet and walnut wood, the 
ormolu and silver, the mirrors and consoles of the 
chamber, two men sat smoking over claret and 
olives, having dined alone, by a miracle, in the 
midst of the laughing, dazzling, contagious gaieties 
of peopled Paris. > In these days confederates meet 
over liqueurs and cigarettes, instead of in subter^ 
ranean caverns ; and conspisators plan their cheeks 
mates in a coflee-room, an opera-box, or a drive to 
«n imperial stag-hunt, instead of by midnight, under 
masks, and with rapiers diawn. 

One of the men was Victor Vane, the other that 
dashing Free Lance, that Monodist oi the Sugared 
Violet, that political brigand of the Carpathian Pa69, 
to whom the telegram had been addressed as to the 
Count Conrad Constantino Phaulcon: a man in 
physical beauty, physical prowess, talent, wit, and 
bearing, far the superior of the Englishman, yet 
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whom the latter dominated and held in check, simply 
by that fine and priceless quality, which is colour- 
less because inscrutable, and iirebiiiUbie because ^xc- 
▼oyantr-^Acumen. It crowns geniuB^ and dethrones 
kings. 

Socially, there was the same anomaly between 

them. Vane, of whose antecedents none knew very 
much (except that his mother had been a Venetian, 
wedded, but not of very fair fame, and his father 
a decayed English gentleman, diiefly resident in 
Naples, both of whom had been dead long ago), 
with no title, with no connections, with a some- 
what notorious asiiociation with the ultra parties of 
Southern Europe, and mih. no* particular quality of 
social distinction beyond his perfect breeding, his 
scienti&c whist, and his inimitable tact, was, never^ 
theless, seen at aU courts save those of Vienna and 
the Vatican, and had made himself not only re* 
ceived, but welcomed in many of the best families 
and highest sets in all countnes. Phauloon, on the 
other hand, in whose veins ran blood of purest 
Hellenic breed, who could tiace his chain of descent 
unbroken, who had a marvellous beauty, a marvel-' 
lous grace, and a marvellous tact, with numy oUier 
gifts of fortune and nature, was contraband of courts, 
had long since been exiled from good society ; 
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and was considered, rightly or wrongly, to belong 
to the Bohemian class of Free Lances, the Cheva- 
liers d'Industrie of politics, the wild lawless Belters 
of plot and counterplot, of liberalism and intrigue, 
who are the abomination of the English mind (which 
commonly understands not one whit about them), 
and are the arch disturbers of continental empires, 
where the people recognise at the bottom of all 
iheur schemes and crimes the germ and memory of 
one great, precious, living truth and treasure- 
liberty. At the core, both these men were as 
deeply dyed, and as utterly unscrupulous, the one 
as the other, the only difference being that the one 
was the •more wilily dangerous, the other the more 
visibly lawless ; both deserved equally to be oat of 
the presence-chamber of princes and the pale of 
aristocratic cliques, yet Vane was accepted as a man 
of fashion by the most feistidious, Phaulcon was 
excluded by the least festidious, as among the 

equivocal." What made the di£[erence ? 

Victor would have told again, with bis charming 
low laugh, that when quiet on his lips was always in 
his sunny eyes, which dazzled women and never met 
men fairly— "Acumen!" 

I cannot imagine how you could miss him ! he 
was saying now, breaking a macaroon, with a slight 



Digitized by C<.jv.' .ic 



THE BADOE OF THE BILTEft 



153 



superb disdain in his tone, as of a man wlio iiever 
missed anything. 

**How should I know?** cried Phaulcon, with 
petulant impatience. We fired half a dozen balls 
at him, the man fell dead, never stiired, never 
breathed; who on the hee of the earth could 
imagine he was going to get up again ? '* 

Caiissimo,** said Vane, with soft persaasion. 
"Why iciil you persist in that most deleterious habit 
of trusting to chance, and satisfying yourself with 
'appearances* and with 'beliefs?' Nothing more 
fatal. Always make sure. Just a lureweU plunge 
of an inch of steel into the aorta, and you are always 
certain/' 

The picture-like beauty of Phaulcon's face red- 
dened with a momentary fiusht and he tossed back 
liis long hair. 

''Parbleu! one is not an assassin ? " 

" Since when have you discovered that ? ** 

The flush grew darker on Count Conrad's fore* 
head ; he moved restlessly under the irony, and 
drank down a draught of red fiery Boussillon with- 
out tasting it more than if it had been water. Then 
he laughed; the same careless musical laughter 
with which he had made the requiem over] a 
Tiolet— ft laugh which belonged at once to the 
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most careless and tiie most evil side of his 
character. 

** Since sophism came in, which was witli Mon- 
SMur Cain, when he asked^ * Am [I my hrother'a 
keeper ? * It waa ingenious that reply ; cietlitahle 
to a beginner, mthont social advantages. 'An 
assassin ! * Take the word boldly by the beai'd, and 
look at it. What is there objectionabie ? " 

• ''-Nothiiig— except to the assassinated.'* . * 

• - It 'has had an apotheosis ever since the world 
began/' pnrsaed Phaulcon, unheeding, in his bright 
vivacity. Who are celebrated in scripture ? 
Jodil^, Samuel, David, Moset^ Joab. Who is a 
patriot ? Brutus. Who is an immortal ? Harmo-. 
dias and Aristogiton* Who is a philosopher? 
Cicero, while he murmurs ' VixeruAt I ' after slaying 
Lentulns. Who is a hero ? Marius, who nails the 
senators' heads to the rostra. Who is a martyr? 
Charles who murders Strafford. What is religioii ? 
Christianity, that has burnt and slain millions. Who 
is a priest ? Calvin, who destroys Servetus ; or 
Pole, who kills Latimer, which you Uke. Who is a 
saint? jGteoxge of Cappadoeia, who slaughters liglit 
and le£L Who is a ruler ? Sulla, who slays Ofella. 
Who is a queen ? Christina, who stabs MonaldeSf 
ehi ; Catherine, who strangles Peter ; Isabella, who 
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slays Moors and Jews by tke thousand. Murderers 
alll Assassination has always been deified; and 
before it is objected to, the world must change its 
jCMdSy 'itB celebrities, and dts ohronicles. * Mon- 
sieur, you are an assassin/ says an impolite world. 
'^Messtenrs/ says the polite logician, 'I found my 
warrant in your (Bible, and my precedent in your 
Bvutns. What you deify in Aristogiton and Jael, 
you mustn't damn in Ankarstrom and me.' Yoila ! 
What could the world say ?" 

*' That you would outwit Belial with words, and 
beguile Beelzebub out of his kingdom with sophistry/' 
laughed Yane, with a quiet lazy enjoyment. " Caro, 
caro I with such ' exquisite subtleties in speedi, how 
is it that you are so uncertain in acts, so rash even 
occasionally, and so— just now and then — so 
weak ? " 

Phanlcon langhed too. 

" Because^ intellectually, I am quite a devil, but 
^oiallj, perhaps, keep a pin's point of humanity 
fttill. I am ashamed of it, but what would you 
baye ? Achilles could be shot in the beeL" 
' AimI there was the very slightest shadow of bitter- 
ness in the words, which showed that there was a 
*" pin's pomt," too, of truth in them. Yane looked 
at bim with his quiet amusement nndistorbed. < 
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"And your delicate susceptibilities will let you 
shoot a man but not stab him? What an artist's 
eyes for imperceptible shades of colour ! " 

And it was with that gentle mookiog banter that 
be bad killed — ^perseveringly and remorselessly 
killed — any lingering touches of nobler things, any 
stray instincts towards bolier impulses, that he bad 
found in that unscrupulous, brilliant, lawless Free 
Lance, who laughed now with an evil ghtter in bis 
eyes, and a sense of ridicule and shame for the single 
impulse that bad moved bim with sometliing tiue 
and human. 

" Madre di Chiisto ! shot or steel, I would have 
given him either willingly enough when he outwitted 
UB. Ciuse Itini 1 if ever we come across each other, 
it shall go worse with him for that tiick." 

"Oh no/' interposed Victor, languidly. "No, 
certainly not ; let him alone. Never kiU save when 
there is necessity; besides, any row between him 
and you might draw attention to that little aifair, 
and though we must make the sacrifice of those un- 
pleasant txifles to la iumte |>o2i%ue, it does not do 
for them to get wind. They do not dream we were 
in it. They have plenty of toy-terriers, and yapping 
puppies, and trnffle*dogs with a good nose for a per* 
quisite at the English Foreign Of^ce, but they have 
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no bloodhounds in the bureau — ^they can't track. A 
propoB of iraddng— I tell you who I wish were 

more completely pledged to us ** 

Lihnarc, of course. So do I, but he is caution 
itself; and I believe^ on my faith» that a white waud 

* 

at Vienna would buy up what litde Magyar spirit 
there is in him. He is a fox, with the heart of an 
aper* 

Lilmarc was the Graf von Lilmarc» an Hungarian 
noble of splendid possessions, and of wavering alle- 
giance — ^now to Austria, and now to his Fatherland. 
Vane trifled gravely with his olives. 

** But Lilmarc has one weakness — women. Can- 
not the Countess Yassalis seduce him ? " 

Phaulcon gave a despairing shrug of his shoulders. 
There is no reliance on women ! I don't know 
what has come to Idalia of late ; she is not herself, 
and is oftener dead against us now than anything 
else. I have asked her to make play with Lilmarc ; 
she might have him in her hands like wax in no time, 
but she will not ; she is wayward, cold, haughty ' 

"Perhaps she has taken a lover you know no* 
thing about," said Victor, with a smile in his eyes. 
He liked bis Mend and confederate as well perhaps 
as any one in the world, but he liked better still 
tormenting him* 
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The blood flushed Phauloou's forehead. 

**If I thought that Then he laughed ther 

melodious laugh which was ia harmony with the 
reckless poetic grace of- the mail's beauty. ''Oh, 
xu) ! She only sees through us, and has found out 
that our sublime statue of Liberty has very clay 
feet MoUi^ marhre et moitie boue^ as Voltaire said 
of the Encyclop^die." 

** Why do you let her see the clay feet, then ? *' 

"Why? Idalia is not a woman that you can 
blind. You have not seen her.'* 

Unhappily, no I I have heard men rave of her» 
as they never raved of anythingn I think ; and I 
know how madly they have lost their heads for 
her — to our advantage. Miladi's loveliness has done 
more for the cause than half our intcigaes. She is 
now at Naples ?" • 

'' She was ; to-night she is in Paris." 

"In Paris?" 

'' Yes; I thought you knew it ? .In half. M hour 

I am going back to take her to the Op^ra ball, 
Lilmarc is sure to be there, and she must beguile 
him out of his reticence and caution if she can; 
there is not a better plaoe for enticitig 'fsaxnhimaiBSt 
into the Venusberg than en damino in an opera box, 
while all the world is going mad belaw.'' 
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^D*amneet I am' jenloiui both of Lilmarc and 

you 1 " cried Vane, with ih&t ea&y worldly seremty 
to whicH sach a normal and barbaric passion as 
jealousy seems wholly antagonistic and impossible* 
'^At last I shall see her, then — your beautiful 
Yassalis ! Shall I come with you ? ' 

No ; better come up to the box when Lilmarc is 
not there. If he saw you with her he xni^t take 
£nght and erf off; if you have an ivy spray at your 
button-hole she will understand and admit you, 
whether I be there or not Heref" With the 
words he opened a small, long bonbon-box he took 
&om his coat, and toiled Vane one of the little 
isprays of silyer ivy that it held-^the badge which 
all those who would be recognised by Idalia^ 
Countess Vassahs, mu&t wear on their dominoes 
lhat night. 

Thanks^" said Victor, as he shpped it in 
his waistcoat-pock^. ''I shall be there by one 
o*olock at latest Idalia-«4his wonderful Idalial 
~how often I have missed' her, how often I have 
longed to see her; the fairest conspirator in 
Europe!" 

The Bal de I'Op^ra was brilliant^ crowded, dizzy, 
mad with the very insoilciant and reckless gaiety of 
the Prince who invented it, as though the spirit of 
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Philippe Orleans stilL presided over the revelries. 
Dominoes Here, dominoes there; gold spangles, 
silver spangles, rose and wbitei blue and amber, 
violet and grey, scarlet and black, mock jewels 
flashing like suns and glancing like stars, d4har- 
dews" and grands hibisr Pierrots and Scara* 
mouches, white shoulders and black masks, fluttering 
rosettes and dainty signal-roses, were all pell-mell 
in glittering tumult and contagious riot ; and Vane 
in a domino of imperial blue, with the silver ivy spray 
fastened on his shoulder, made his way through 
the crowd, not dancing, not heeding much the 
invitations^ mockeries, and whispers of a score of 
charming masks, but looking incessantly upward at 
the boxes. 

He did not see what he looked for ; but he did 

see every now and then, till they had numbered 
more than a dozen, on an Ottoman, on a Knight of 
Malta, on a Pharaoh, on a Poissarde, on a black 
domino, on a scarlet, on a purple, on a violet, the 
httle spray of ivy like his owa, that had come out 
of Phaulcon's bonbon*boz. 

" Che, che, ch-e-e ! " murmured Victor, with the 
southern expletive. ''Miladi Idalia will have a 
large gathering. Is she as beautiful as they say ? — 
one would think so, to judge by her power." 
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He got as muoh out of the press as he eonld, and 

moved on in silence, heeding nothing of the cancan 
d'enfer and eha^nB du diaible dancmg round him. 
He was not a man who cared for noisy dissipations ; 
they had no sort of attraction for him; indeed« 
dissipation at all had not much, unless it were 
associated with the intricacies of intrigue. He 
cared for nothing that was not ms^; his own life 
was emphatically so ; he had begun it with serious 
disadvantages : tot of birth, which, though gentle 
on one side, was not distinguished; of fortunes 
which were very impoverished; of a world in 
which he had no place, and which had no want 
of him; of a temperament that was intensely 
ambitious, intensely dissatisfied, and intensely 
speculative. Despite all these drawbacks, by dint 
of tact and finesse, he had now, when he was 
but thirty, moved for many years in some of the 
best society of Europe; he lived expensively, 
though he was very poor; and he was deferred 
to, though no one could have said why they 
gave him such a preference. He had the spirit 
of the gembler, with the talent of the states- 
man, and he found the world one great gaming- 
table. He could not be a statesman in his own 
country ; England will not accept as statesmen what 
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she is pleased to term " adventurers," whereby she 
loses all men of genins, and gets only trained mea 
of business : hence he had thrown himself, partly in 
^iqoBt more in ambition^ into the interests of a cer-. 
tain ultra political party abroad. Bred in Yenetia, he 
hated Austria with a cold but veiy virulent hatred* 
Bash only in the height 'and unscmpnloasneBB of 
his ambitious, he adopted politics — or, perhaps* to 
give them their tme and naked name, conspiraciefr— - 
as the scaling-ladder for his own advaucemient^ If 
all the waters round him were lashed into a tempest,, 
he knew so cautious and tried a swimmer us himRoif 
woold have a fair chance to come uppermost while 
other men went down. He loved intrigue for mere 
intrigue's sake, and power for the simple pleasmre 
of holding it. Serene, sunny, impassive, and even 
indifferent in bearing, and, indeed, in temperamenty 
he could seize savagely, and hold pitilessly. In 
deceiving any one, Vane had no sort of scruple — it 
was only an artistic kind of exercise ; but kill any- 
body, or provoke anybody, he would not think of 
doing— it was a barbaric, blundering style of war- 
fare. He never went out of his way in wrath ; but 
all the same, he never missed his way to revenge. 
He had a good deal of ice in his nature; hut it. was, 
perhaps, the most dangerous of ice — that whick 
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smiles in the soiiy and breaks, to drop you into the 

grave. In the world of j&ishion, Victor was hut 
a man of fashion — popular, yexy snccessfol with 
women, an admiiable tactician, and a guest who 
brought bis own welcome eyeiywhere by bis easy 
social accomplisliments, and his languid gentle 
temper, which had over aftd over again smoothed a 
quarrel, prevented an embarrassment, hushed a pro- 
Yocation mmttered, and arranged a misunderstanding 
before it grew to a rupture. In that world unseen, 
which revolves under the rose, be was very much 
more than this, and had a sway and a place of con- 
siderable influence in a society of politicians whose 
members are in all classes and orders, and whose 
network spreads more widely and finely beneath so* 
eiety than society dreams, stretching from Paris to 
Caucasus, and from the Quadrilateral to the Carpa> 
thians, in their restless scheming for the future, and 
their plans for the alteration of the map of Europe. 
It was not, however, of the French in Rome, the 
White Coats in Venice, the Muscovites in Warsaw, 
or the state of siege in Galicia, that he was thinking 
now, as he went through the wild, panting, crushed 
crowd of dancers at the French Opera; it was 
of sometbiBg fiuier, if equaUy d«ig«D«»-» 

• « « « 

woman, 

M a 
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*'Is she Iiere?** he asked a violet domino, wha 
wore, like himself, the badge of silver ivy* 

No. Perhaps she will not come, after all ! " 
Oh yes, she wiU.'' 
** How do you know ? Have yon seen her ? " 
''No, I never saw her. Bui Conrad has beea 
duiing with me, and left me to go and fetch 
her.'' 

The violet domino went on, without a word. 

He's in love with her, too ; he can't speak of 
her without a tremor in his voice ; and by his voice 
he is nobody less than Prince Carlo himself,'' 
thought Vane, glancing back at his silver ivy, in 
apprehension lest it should be torn ofL or stolen in 
the press. '' What can her power be ? Ah, bah ! 
What was that of the L'Endos? Nobody knew, 
bat nobody resisted." 

And he went on, humming to himself Scarron's 
qoatrain: 

" sue cviit an boat do aes manclioa^ 
Una Muo da maina at Uancihaa : 
Quo jo voodraia on varit^ 
Ea avdr Ittf sovfflati t " 

"Ah! there she is!" 

The stifled exclamation fell on his ear, low spoken 

but impulsively passionate, as only a lover > en- 
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tranced recognition is. He turned, and saw a mask 
in Yeneiian costume, to whose shoulder was also 
fastened the little badge of ivy, 

** One of us ! Who, I wonder? He, too, cannot 
«peak of her without betraying himself," thought 
Victor, as he swung round quickly, and glanced over 
the boxes. In one of them he saw what he sought : 
with black laces and azure silks sweeping about her, 
caught here and there with sprays of silver ivy, a 
woman masked, who, leaning her arm on the front 
of the box, aud her cheek upon her hand, gazed 
down into the tumult of colour and of movement 
that made up the ball below. Her face was unseen, 
but the lips, exquisite as the lips of a Greuze 
painting, had a certain proud weariness on them; 
and in the bright richness of her hair, in the ele- 
gance of lier Land and arm, in the languor and grace 

of her attitude and her form, there were sufficient 
sureties of the beauty that would be seen if the 
black mask that veiled it were removed. 

The Venetian domino looked at her long, then, 
with a stifled sigh, turned away. 

Yon have loved her ? ** whispered Vane. 

The domino started, and glanced at the ivy 
branch on Victoria arm. 

•> " To my cost,'^ he said bitterly, as he plunged 




Digitized by Google 



168 



among the wbiriing dancers, and Unas lost; in flkfi 

spangled and notous multitude. 

His hearer smiled. A woman irho owned a limit- 
less power, and was unserupulous, and without pity 
m its nse, was, perhaps, the only woman he waa 

capable of respecting. Cold as he was, and but 
litHe aceesnble to anything of passion, for which 
his blood ran too suavely and too trau<iuiily, he felt 
something of warm, eager cnriosify sweep over hint, 
and his pulse beat a shade quicker with a new ex- 
pectation. He had long hemrd of this sooEieeress*-^ 
had never seen her • and he threaded his way with 
impatience through theArl^qmns, Pierrots, masks^ 
and costumes, till he reached the stairs, and mounted 
them lightly and rapidly towards the hox, opened 
the door, and entered. 

It was filled with dominoes, all decorated with 
the silver spray, and all bending towards her with 
eyes that told their adnuration through their masks* 
and voices that murmured flatteries, homage, and 
wit — to an inattentive ear. She Med her. head, 
and turned slightly as the door unclosed ; her eyes 
dwelt on him through her mask, noting the hadge 
he WOlje. She bowed iangiddly. 
Enter, monsieur." 

And Victor Vane, all impassive diplomatist, all- 
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ros^ man of the world though ho was, felt a thrill 
xan thnnigh lum, aad a hot hfeath seem to pass, 
sirocco -like, over his life, as he heard the nameless 
inagie of that melodious lingering Toioe» and foimd 
himself, for the first time, in the presence of that 
Qoeen of the Silyer Ivy, who was known as— 
IdaHa. 

Ck>uld Erceldoone have seen afar as Smrey saw 
his mistress, the magic glass would not have bronght 
him such secure and happy peace as came with the 
virion of Qeraldine. Late into the dawn as the 
night express plunged through the heart of f^rance 
downward to where Marseilles lay beside the southern 
sea, through the cold clear night, the plains white 
with sheeted snow, the black and spectral woods, 
and the sleeping hamlets, with the pointed towers 
of ehAteanx and manmrs rising against the leaden 
clouds, hehind him the City that Julian loved 
sparkled under a million lights; strangely altered 
since the days when Julian wrote in adoring phrase 
of the studious and tranquil retirement of his austezs 
and beloved Lutetia. The bright tide of Paiisian 
life was at its gayest in the - first hours of the mid* 
winter morning ; and in oue of its richest quarters 
awoptniHBnpper was at the height of its wit and of 
its brilliancy. The guests had come from the Opera 
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ball» the dominoes powdered with sUyer Tiolets, gold 

bees, diamond clusters, and glittering stars, were 
tossed down on the conches with the Venetian 
masks ; being no tinsel costumes of the Passage des 
Panoramas, hired for a night* bnt the silk and satin 
elegancies of a court costumier, for men who wore 
these trifles at the masked f^tes of the Toileriesy in 
the Colouna palace in Carnival, and at the Veglione 
with noble masquers of Florence. The supper- 
loom was a long and handsome chamber, hnng with 
rose silk, flowered with silyer, with crystal chande- 
liers flashing globes of light, and with a meal of 
the choicest extrayag^nce on the table, about 
which half a dozen men and but one woman were 
gathered. 

She — alone there at the head of her table, with her 
bouquet lying idlj by her little armj of deep claret- 
glasses, broad champagne goblets, and tiny spiral 
mousselines for liqueurs — was well worth a host of 
women less fair. Marie de Bohan,— when Buckiiig- 
ham and Holland and Lorraine, and aU that glittered 
greatest at two Courts were at her ieet, and even 
the Iron Cardinal, in the censure of his blackest 
enmity, could not wholly keep his eyes from being 
dazzled by the shine of the arch-intriguer's golden 
hair,— ^as not more beautiM than she. Many 
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wofold have added, also, iliat the Doehease de 

Clievreuse was not more dangerous. 

That her form and her face were perfect* was not 
half uor a tithe of her resistless charm ; it lay in 
still more than these, in every glance of her eyes, 
bine-black like the gazelle's, in every slight smile 
that crossed her prond lips, in all the sunlit lustre on 
her iiaii^, iu all tlie attitudes of lier soutiiein grace, 
in every movement, accent* and gesture of one who 
knew to its uttermost the spells of her power, and 
was used to have that power courted, flattered, 
and obeyed. Her lovdiness was very great; but, 
great as it was, it was comparatively forgotten be<' 
side so much that was of still rarer fascination ; the 
patrician ease, the silver wit, the languor and the 
laughter, the dignity and the nonchalance, the bril- 
liance and the eloquence which turn by turn gave 
their changing sorcery to her. The innocence and 
fawn-like shyness of a young girl in her ea^hest 
spring may be charming in a pastoral, but in real 
life they are but awkward and tame beside the ex- 
quisite witchery, the polished insouciance, the care* 
less disdain, the cidtured fascination of a woman of 
the world* And these were hers in their utmost 
perfection; a woman of the world she was in the 
utmost meanmg of the words, and all of vietoiy, of 
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po/ww, and of begafleliieiit ihot ihe woitd eonld 
gLve were added, to the' beauty of Idalia»> Coontesft 
YftBsalis. 

Men passmg her in the open air gazed after her, 
mid felt a emdden giddy worship for what fhey only 
saw one moment' to k>se the next; men who held 
ihemMlves, by age or coldness, steeled to- att^the 
glamour of her sex, fell before her ; a few low linger^ 
jug words from her lips, a breath of fragrance from 
her laces, the disdain of her delicate scorn, the 
4sariM8 of her soft persoBsion, the challenge of her 
haughty indifference, the sorcery of her sovereign 
8m]le,-'^ese at her will did with men as they would $ 
intoxicated them, blinded them, wooed them, bound 
ihem, subdued their will, iJicfilr honour, and their 
pride, fettered their senses, broke their peace, gave 
them hearen, gave them hell, won from iJiem thei^ 
dosest secret, and drew them down into the darkest 
path. A power wide and ^tal-— ^ power that she 
was said, and justly, to have used with little scruple. 

IVho was she— ^hat wa^t she, this beautifrd enohanih 

ress? 

. In one word she was — ** Xdalia." 

Her supper-room, perfumed, mellowly lighted, 
the supper serred withoat ostentation, y^t»>in tmtl^ 
as extravagantly as any Court banquet, with summer 
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iruits tliougli it was mid-wiuter, witli wines Imperial 
palaces oonld jiot hanre ecHpeect with liookuh^tsabos 
curled through tlie arms of the lounging ch^^s, and 
lazily floating, in their great bowls of jrose-^atm ivifr 
sought with that eagerness for the enti'ce which is 
only found when — ^for far different att^radtione^mii 
seek either the salons of a Princess of the Ton or 
of an Empress of the Bemi-Mondey the legitiiiMile 
leader of the Aristocracies, or the yet more potent 
lawgiver/ Anonyma. There was a ooffuopolite 
gathering abont her table ; the Prince of Yiana, a 
Neapolitan; the Count Phaulcon, a Qree^;.the 
Graf Ton Lilmare, a Hungarian; the Ifarquisx 
Beltran and the Mar^chale dlvore, both of ,i^axis ; 
and one Englishman, Victor Vane. Here, at tbree 
o'clock in the morning, with the wine just flnahing 
their thoughts with its warmth, and the scented 
smoke of the narghilis curling out in languid aerial 
donds, they sapped la Rigence with one of ih^ 
fjedrest women ol her time ; and she — lying back, 
with her Titian-Iike draperies, floa&g out like - this 
deep«hued plumage of some tropxc >ird». toyipg 
with her bouquet of rose japonicas, stoofung her 
hps. to the purple depths of her BousilioA or the 
light sparkles of her Moselle, giving her smile to 
one, her wit to another, letting the wine steal the 
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cautioa from their speech and the fragrant vapour 
eham the secrets from their heart — ^knew that her 
beauty drew them down into its charm and chain, 
her creatures and her captives, and let the reveby 
flash on around Lti, briliiaut as the aiglettes in 
the discarded dominoes; and, while they supped 
with her in the dawn of the Paris morning, weighed 
them each and all — at their worth. 

Like the jewels that glistened above lier fair fore- 
head, they had no value in her eyes'save this — what 
tiiey were worth. 

Yet, if ever there were on any feuse, there were in 
liers, a liaughtj power in the arch of the classic 
bfow^, a generous grace in the smile of the proud 
lips, a fearless dignity in the gaze of the long lus- 
trous eyes : looking on her, he who should have had 
force to resist her beauty would have still said, " If 
this star have fallen from heaven, it is great still 
even in its fall/* 

The Lost Pleiad of fable may sink downwards 
through the darkness of an eternal night, and be* 
come one of the women of earth, earth-stained, 
earth'debased; but the light of forgotten suns, the 
glory of forsaken worlds, will be upon her still. It 
-Height be so here. 
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CHAPTEB Vni, 
"passion bobm of a glance!'' 

With Im rifle resting against his knee, its butt 
bedded in the moss, Erceldoune sat alone a few 
montiis later on, in the warm Turkish night, on the 
BosphoniB shores. He had been shooting sea-^ 
gulls, jackals, or a stray hill |leer, if such came 
within range, through the last half of the day, whilst 
waiting for return despatches in Constantinople,: 
and was now vesting on a boulder of roek trader a 
cypress, in his white burnous and sun-helmet, the 
Monarch, a fine Snglish chestnut, straying loose at 
his side, a pile of dead game at his feet, and the 
starlight full on his face, as his eyes looked seaward 
thoughtfully. 

A year had gone by since he had stood before the 
altar-piece in Monastica, and he was no nearer to: 
either aim of his twofold quest. Power, patience, 
vigilance, inq^uiry — all had failed to bring him on 
the track of his assassins ; masked nobles, recUcW 
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advenitiirerBt political secret agents, whicheTer they 
were, they had liad wit and wisdom to organise their 
plot so that no trace was left of it and them, and 

tliey were beyond all leacli of justice, as it seemed, 
for ever. And of the woman, to whom his only 
clue was the fairness of her face, he had learned 

4 

nothmg. Shadowy, fugitive, lost in mysteiy, £m- 
tastic as a madman's dream, the hold she had gained 
upon his thoughts was so utterly foreign to them, 
thai it was the stronger once admitted there. Spe- 
culation was wholly antagonistic to him — ^his nature 
was forcible, single, vigorous; that he acted greatly 
when great occasiois arose, was due to the mould 
in which his character was naturally cast, not to any 
premeditation or previous contest and sifting of prin- 
ciples ; he lived, as all hold men do, meeting accident 
G^r emergency as it came, content with the activity of 
Ihe present, looking very rarely to anything past, 
never to anything future. To sift moral problems, to 
torture himself with theoretical questions, was what 
would no more have occurred to Erceldoune than 
to have sat twisting ropes of the Bosphorus sand; 
hence the poetic unreality of the memory which 
possessed him was so abhorrent and antagonistic 
to his whole temperament that it gave a deeper 
eobnxing to his once received^ than it would have 
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done to any other to ividch. it had been less alien. 
Mental disquietude^ neral hmrali, were tmknoim to 
Um ; a shadowy pursuii^ a. speculative meditiiktioiii* 
were no mere in coneonanoe with his charaetev tbav 
it would haY£ been, to study the stars for GhaUeair 
knowledge of things obseoxe.. Therefore li mm 
Idi^ the stronger force and the more unbelief that 
Ereddoone felt thai a well-nigh mythical mystery 
had power over him» and touched his heart, and 
stirred his thDnghts, as no living woman had ierer 
done through the varied eonxse of his life. 
' So sacred had the vision of his ministering angel 
become to him, so intimately interwoven with holi- 
liess, lofUness, purity, with the compassion of the 
luminous eyes, and the hush of the convent solitudes 
where her picture hnng^ thai to have seen her at the 
entrance of the Opera liad given him a sharp and 
unwelcome recall to the fact of how utterly he 
followed — a phantom ; how utterly lie knew notiiing 
of the woman who had wound herself into his 
thoughts. 

The face which he had seen in the haze of golden 

light ill what he had deemed his dying hour, the 
loYcIiness that he had found a£resh, only a&eah to 

lose it, in the softness of the Sicilian seas, among 

the heat, the noise, the maskers, the false briUnnts, 
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false flowers, false laoes, false beauty of the Bigol* 
bochade ! — ^it gave Erceldoune a bitter revulsion* 
^ImSf there might be nothing in it to do so ; she 
might go tliither^ not to th^ lawless whirl of the 
8tage» bat simply to the boxes as a spectator of the 
scene below ; lie knew this was common enough with 
the proudest and purest of women. Still, it lerolted 
him ; his memory of her» his belief in her, was as 
of a life as nnlike, and as above the woiid, as the 
stars that shone now across the sea ahove the 
dassie shores where old Olympus rose. It wad 
an instinct, an impulse, a folly, never analysed, 
only felt; but to think of her in. the gas and 
throngs of the masked midnight gathering, had 
giTsn him much each a shock as an artist, sool- 
devoted to his art, would feel if he could come 
suddenly on a Baphael or Correggio Madonna made 
the sign and centre of a riotous casino, or flung by 
a drunken soldier as worthless loot into the flames 
of a bivouac fire. This woman, all unknown tiiou^ 
she was, had become the single poetic JEiaith, [the 
single haunting weakness of a passionate and earnest 
temperament, of a changeful and self- sustained life ; 
to have seen her at the Bal de VOpira grated 
jarzingly on both. 
He thought of it now— and the thought was fall 
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of tempestuous paiu to iiim; to find in iier a leader 
of tha artificial worlds of fuhion ; a coquette, worn, 
brilliant and chill as lier own diauioads, witli every 
snule a beautiful lie, mth eveiy §^ce a demand 
for accustomed homage, would be scarce better than 
to find in her one of the cancan worshippers of the 
Opera throng, a debardeur in rose and silver, laugh- 
ing through her velvet mask of Venice 1 Of all 
places, of all hours, were there none in the width 
of the world, in the vastness of time, to have found 
her in at the last than at midnight in the Bue 
L^pelletierl Who was she? What was she? — 
this phantom which pursued him? He wondered 
restlessly, as he did often in lonely moments like 
these, while he sat looking down the Bosphoms as 
the lights gleamed in the distance among the 
oypress and orange groves of the city of the 
Moslem, and the far-oil' cry of the Imaum wailed 
deep and mournful through the silence, chanting the 
ovening prayer of the Faithful. 

As he sat thus he did not notice or hear a man 
approach him on horseback, riding slowly along the 
aea-shore, unarmed, and lightly chanting a Utile 
French air — a handsome, careless, graceful Greek, 
whose saddle reveries seemed of the lightest and 
brightest as he swayed a bunch of Turkish lihes 

TOI*. I. IT 



Digitized by Gopgle 



178 * - UiMJA, , ' 

idlj hift hand* . His voina asixdo lMMrfl-nflk8.3iB8 

ft Barbary — sank nOitoklMly tin the sands; and 
£roeidoiine did not lift lushdad-; he sat motionless 
under the cypress, resting on his nfle, mfh ihe 
•tadight. falling fitfully on the white £>ldS' of the 
Arab doak and the-Bembrandt daxkneaa- of^his face, 
as hk head was bent . down and his . eyes gaeed sea- 
ward. !The rider mane nearer, the lioofa [still 
noiseless on the loose soil; and the hummed. song 
on his li^ broke louder, till he [sang the words 
dearly and mellowly on the air, in the . mischievous 
tntth of Dufiresny*s chanson : 

** Deux tfpoax dit im grand ctmis, 
Toat d*iiii .coup dttrlmdiiiiit henreax, 

Quand deux ^poux, paa un miracle, 
Pourront devinir veufs toutii deux I " 

; The voice fell on Erceldoune's ear, xioh, harmp- 
nknis; soift as a woman's contralto — ^the Toioe that 
had given the word to kill the Border Eagle." He 
started to his feet, flinging back his burnous ; in iha 
silvery silent Eastern night they met once jnore— 
and 'knew each other at a glance : there is no imtinct 
so rapid and so unerring as the instinct of a foe* 
Wi^ an oatii that rang over the silent seas, Ercel- 
doiine sprang forward, as lions spring, and covered 
him with his rifle ; swift as an unconsidered ihon|^t» 
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iPlundmi irheeldd and dashed liis spurs into bis 

mare's flanks, which sprang o£^ at a headlong gallop 

a inmdred paees in advance by tbat second's start; 

in an instant the other canght at the loose rein of 

bis English horse, flung himself into saddle at a 

kap; and tore down the Bospboms shore, his rifle 

leyelled, the bridle between his teeth> the Monarch 

nuenig at fall speed. They were in diase — the 

pursuer and the pursued. 

Halt {-—or yon are a- dead man.*' 

^The challenge rolled through the night out and 

away to: the Bo^boms ;--^tlie sole answer of the 

Qxeek was to dash the rowels again into his roan's 

sidesi, and tear on wilhont other thought than flif^t, 

tasting all the long bitterness of death with every 

ioMoA f tbat the beat of ^be ^dlop grew closer 

* behind him, with every moment that the shriek of 

tiie bullet might whistle down on the wind and the 

shot pierce his heart from the hand he had once 

thaught picked bare to the bone by the Tii]tures> 

and buried safe in Moldavian snows. 

The blood coursed like Are through Erceldoune's 

veins, every muscle in him strained like those of 

a gallant hound in chase; he longed, as the hound * 

longs, to he at the throat of his flying foe : he had 

a mortal debt to pay/ and a deadly wrath to pay it 

ir a 
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with ; {he life of bis murderer lay at Ms mercy, and 
he panted — ^with brute thirsty perhaps — ^to take it, 
and trample it ont on the sands in a just and 
pitiless vengeance. Yetr-he did not ^e. 

AH that was boldest and traest in bim reibsed to 
let him do as he had been done by; — ^forbade him. 
to shoot down an nnarmed man. 

With the hoofs now thundering loud on barren 
roek, now scattering in clonds the loosened sand, 
now trampling out the fragrance from acres of wild 
myrtles and basilica, be rode on in close hot cbase, 
the bridle held in the grip of his teeth, his ri£e cover- 
ing bis assassin, while Conrad Fhanlcon fied for bis 
life. A single shot, from an aim which never 
missed, and the coward would be slain as be would 
have slain, would die the death that he would have 
dealt; a single ball sent sci^aming, with its tSmH 
hiss, crash through his spine, and he would drop from 
the saddle dead as a dog. The Greek knew that as 
well as the man who held his life in his hands, to 
take it when be would ; and the sweat of his agony 
gathered in great drops on his brow, the horror of 
bis death-blow seemed to bim to quiver already 
' through all his limbs, and as he turned in his saddle 
once — once only — ^he saw the stretching head of the 
Monarch within fifty paces, the face of his pursuer 
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stem and dark as thoa|^ cast in bronze* and the 

long lean barrel of steel glistening bright in the 

moonlight, liflted to deal iiim the fate he had 
dealt. 

Onward, while the chant of the Muezzin grew 
fainter and fainter, and the lighted mosques of 
Stambonl were left distant behind ; onward, 
through the night lit with a million stars, and all 
on £re with glittering ^re-ilies ; onward, down the 
beach of the lominons phosphor-radiant sea, along 
stretches of yellow sand, under beetling brows of 
granite, over rocky strips foam-splashed with spray, 
through fields of sweet wild lavender and roses 
blowing rich with dew, and tangled withes of 
tamarind tendrils, and myrUe thickets sloping to 
the shore, and netted screens of drooping orange- 
boughs, all white with bloom ; onward thej swept 
—hunter and hunted—in a race for life and 
death. 

The Greek was always before him ; now and again 

they weU-nigh touched, and the foam from his horse's 
bit was flung on the steaming flanks of the mare he 

chased; now and again the dull thud of the hoofs 

thundered almost side by side as they scattered 

sand and surf, or trampled out the odorous dews 
from trodden roses* His enem/s Ufe lay in the 
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'hollow of his hand ; he saw the womanish hcanty o{ 
Phaoleon's Iac6» wiute aad ghastly with a cravea 
teior, tnmed backward one inBtaiit in ihe li^bi 
of the moon, and a &erce delight^ a just Yen*, 
geance, heaied his aenaes and throbbed iiii ihis 
Teins. He panted for his foe*s life*, as he luuiiied 
him on {hrough Ihe hoi night, as Ihe lion in 
chase may pant for the tiger's ; all the passions 
in hinu rare to rise, bat wild, aa the wildeai 
tempest when once roused, were at their darkest, 
$nd the creed which chained them> and forbade him 
to fire on a man unarmed, served but io make each 
fibre strain, each nerve strengthen, with the fieieer 
thirst to race his injurer down, and — side to side^ 
man to swrn— horl him from his saddle and fling 

liim to earlli, held under liis heel as he would have 

h^d the yenomons coil of a snake, imprisoned and 

powerless, till its poisonous hreath.was trodden out 
on the sands. 

They rode in hard and fear&l chase, as men 
ride only for He and deaUu.. 

The surf flashed its salt spray in thw eyes as they 
splashed through the sea-pools gixth*deep in water ; 
startiled nest-birds flew with a nuh from- bad and 
bough, as they crashed through the inrild pomegra- 
nates.; white-winged galls rose up . witfa> a .dunU- 
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scream in the light of the moon, as the tramp of 
bones *timg out on Ihe rocks^ or scattered the saoids 

in a whirling cloud. There was savage delight to 
him in the breathless xide, in the intoxioation of the 
odours trampled out from trodden roses and crushed 
eitcoDSf in the fierce ymd sense of Imng^ as he 
swept down the lonely shore the side of the lumi- 
noos sea, hunting his murderer into his lair the 
wolf in its own steppes, the boar in its own pjne» 
forests, the tiger in the hot Indian night, the lion 
in tlie palm- plains of Libya ; he had hunted them 
all in their tam, but he had known no chase like 
that he rode now, when the quaiTy was not brute, 

but man. 

The snorting nostrils of the Monai'ch touched the 
flanks of the straining Barbaiy, the hot steam 
of the one blcut with the blood-tlaked foam of 
the other. They raced together almost side hj' 
side, dashing down a precipitous ridge of shore^ 
^tangled with a riotous growth - of aloes and 
oleander: Erceldoune saw that his assassin was 
making for some known and near lair, as a fox 
hard-pressed heads for covert, and he thundered-^ 
on in 'hotter and hotter pursmt^ till thO' steel <^ 
the rifle glittered close in Connt Conrad's sight 
aa he turned again, his face livid and the breath 
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of the horse that was scorching and noxious 
against his cheek, like the breath of the bloodhound 
on the murderer's. There were barely six paces 
between them, going headlong thus down the sloping 
ridge, and through the cactus thickets ; as he turned 
backward, with that dastard gesture of pitiful 
despair, they looked on one another by the light 
of the moon, and the fairness of the Ghreek'a 
&ce was ghastly with a coward's prayer^ and the 
dark bronze of his pursuer's was set in deadly 
menace, in fierce lust of blood. Phauicon knew 
yrhy, with that lean tube flashing in the starlight, he 
was till spared; he knew, too, that once side by 
side in fair struggle, he would be hurled from hia 
saddle, and crushed out under a just retribution, 
tiU all life was dead, as pitilessly as righteously aa 
men crush out the snake whose fangs have bit 
fhem, 

, And the pursuit gained on him. Erceldoune 
rode him down, dashing through the wUdezness of 
vegetation, with the surf of the sea thundering 
loudly below, and a loathing hate, a riotous joy 
seething through his veins. The horses ran almost 
neok by neck now» nothing between them and the 
billows lashing below hut a span's breadth of rock 
and a frail fence of cactus. One effort more and he 
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would be beside him ; the bloodshot eyes of the 
mare were blinded with the foam flung off the 
Monarch's curb, and his own arm was stretched to 
seisM his assassin and hurl him out to the waters 
boiling beneath, or tread him down on the rock 
under his feet, while he wrung out his confession in 
the terror of death. He leaned from his saddle ; 
his hand all but grasped his enemy in a hold Phaul* 
eon could no more have shaken off than he could 
have loosened the grip of an eagle, or the fangs 
of a lion: he was even with him» and had run 
Imn to earth in that wild night race. Then— 
suddenly, with a swerve and a plunge as the spurs 
tore her reeking flanks — the mare was lifted to a mad. 
leap» a wall of marble gleaming white in the star-, 
hghtj and rising straight in face of the sea ; she 
cleared^ it with a bound of agony, and the -dufl 
crash that smote the silence as she fell, told the 
price with which she paid that gallant effort of. 
brute life. 
His foe was lost. 

A fierce oath broke from bis lips and rang over 
the seas. As he put the Monarch at the leap, he 
reared and refused it ; a second was abready lost, an< 
eternity in value to him whom he pursued. His 
face grew dark-»all that was worst in liim was 
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i*oused and at its height ; he wheeled the hunter 
and rode bim baok, then tamed again and pot 
him full gallop at the barrier, nursing him fat 
the leap ; the marble wall rose before them ^ clothed 
with the foliage of fig and tamarisk trees; he lifted 
the horse in the air» cleared the atracture, and came 
down on the yielding bed of wild geranium that 
broke the sheer deacenl 

On the ground lay the Barbary mare, pantkig 

« 

and qoiyenng on her side: the saddle was 

empty. 

' A darkness like the night came upon Erceldoune s 
ftee as he saw that his enemy had escaped' faim-^ 
darkness closely and terribly like crime on his 

Wolf^ and boar» and lion» he had chased them all 
ib their lair, and brought them down, now and 
a^in, a thousand times OTer, by the surety of his 
shot, by the Tictory of his strength. His seerei 
assassin, himted and run to earth, at his mercy 
and given up to his will through the whole length 
of that race down the Bosphorus waters, had out- 
stripped his speed, had baffled his vengeance, and was 
let loose again on the world with his name uncon- 
fessedy with his brute guilt unavenged, lost once 
more in the solitudes of the night, in the vastness of 
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the Ottoman empire. . A second more, and his 
hand irould hare been at the tliroat of this maa: 
he would have hurled under his feet the daintj 
silken beauty of the eovard who was thief and 
murderer in one, and would have crushed the 
truth firom his thxoat and the eraven life feom his 
limbs under the iron grind of his heel, giving back 
Tengeanee as great as .his Fzongg« A seeoad more^ 

and the traitor who had laughed with him in good 
fellowship in the Parisian, eaft, and butchered him 
in cold blood in the Danubian solitudes, would 
have answered to him for that work« Now, the 
Barbaiy mare lay liderkss at Idb feet, and before 
bun, around him,, stretching dim in the . distance, 

were thickets of myrtle, labyrinths of cactus, dense 

groups of oleander, ef palm, of pomegranate, where 

his quarry had headed for a known covert, or had 
found one bj chanee, and ihom which it was as 
hopeless to draw him again as to unearth a fox 
once outran the hounds* scen^ or pursue a stag that 
had<once swam the loch, 

. A curse broke, again from £roeldAnne*s lips, 
that the distant wail of the Imaum seemed to 
mock, and fling « back, . aa he rode the Monarch 
headlong down into the wilderness of shcnba 
and flowersi trampling- >the.. boughs asunder^ crasih' 
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ing ItuMdons fruit and odorons blossom under 
the lioise's hoofs^ searching beneath the shadows 
and trader the tangled aisles of foliage for the 
dastard who must be refuged there; one dusky 
glimpse of a eroncbing form, one flash of the star* 
light on a hidden lace, and he would have fired on 
him now without a moment's eheek ; his blood was 
up, his passions were let loose, and the Greek might 
as well haye sought for leniency from the jaws of a 
panther as for mercy from Erceldoune then, had he 
ridden him down in his co?er and dragged htm ooft 
in the stiU Eastern night. 

He rode furiously, hither and thither, through the 
thickest glades and where the shadows were deepest, 
searching for that to which he had no clue, in chase 
of a quarry which every turn he missed, every 
dump of shrubs he passed, eyery screen of aloes 
whose Bpiues his horse refused to breast, might hide 
and shelter from his yengeance« Nothing met his eye 
or ear but the frightened birds that flew from their 
sleep among the piles of blossom, and the shiiU hiss 

of the cicala, scared from its bed in the grasses. In 
the leafy recesses and the winding aisles of those 
hanging gardens overlooking the Bosphorus, a hun- 
dred men might haye been secreted, and dehed the 
seareh of one who was a strange to the ground; 
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«iid he was cheated at every torn by the fimtastie 
shadows of the moonlight aad the palms. His foe 
had escaped him ; before the dawn broke he might 
ha?e slipped down to the shore and be far out at sea 
beyond the Dardanelles ; or if the gardes were the 
known lair for which he had purposely headed in 
the race along the beach, he would be safe beyond 
pursuit wherever he made his den. 

Erceldoune dropped the bridle on the chesnut's 
neck, and let him take his own pace ; a terrible 
Httemess of baffled effort, of foiled wrath, was on 
him — a passion, like a weapon which recoils, and 
bits the one who holds it hard. This man's life had 
been in his hands, and had escaped him I— and the 
imexpiated yengeance rolled back on his own hearty 
£erce, heavy, dark, almost as though it were twin 
crime with what it had hitherto failed to ponish. A 
night-assassin, only of the viler stamp because of 
the gentler breed, went tfarongh the world un* 
branded and unpunished, whilst honest men died 
by the score of cold and famine in the snows of 
Caucasus and the streets of cities ! Erceldo one's 
teeth ground together; when they met again, he 
swore it should be for shorter shrive and deadlier 
work. 

The Monarch, with his head drooped and the 
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stsnn leddn^ from' kit*' koirt fluAs, took bis 
conne over the tmknoim ^proiiady a&d turning out 
of Ifaieksts, pMsd dbim«a lonjg^ wuidiiij^.aisUojf 

oedaro : tke flight was perfeotlj fitiUi^nothing was lieard 
but the 'Barging of th« iBobpkonig' imtetB» OMatiikg 
was stimng save the incessant motion of the £re-fiieSy 
that sparkled oyer all the beu^s with itaxiy poiutg 
of light. Erceldoune had no knowledge where he 
waa^ esxctpt the aea waa ttUl beside Mm, and he 
let his horse take his own way. Suddenly, through 
fhedaKkmasBesof the cedaxa,* fight gleunedy which 
camen^ther from tlie fire»fliesnor from the moon, but 
from the Turkish lattiee*iroKk^0fra^diatani easement 
Was that wlieie liis foe had found covert ? He 
msed the Monarch's' diodfang. head with the cnzb^ 
and LU'ged iiim at a canter down the cedar-aisle, the 
noise of the hoofs muffled in <he grass, that grew 
mitrimmed, as though the wild luxuriance of the 
gardens had long been left untouched. Sultan's 
palace, Queen's serail, saeied Ifesque, or Modem 
harem, he swore to that he would break 

down its gates, with the menace of England, and 
have his murderer delivered up to him, though he 
were surrounded by an Emir's ennnchs, or harboured 
in the sanctuary of the Oda itself. For anything 
that he knew, the light might glitter from .the 
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dwelling where his enemy and all his gang had made 
stBioigbold/ or the place might* swam with tt^asidt 
loans, who would think there was no holier service td 
Allah than to smite, down the life of a Fnu^c^ ov ^bf 
lailticad imidow might he that of a seraglio, into 
%hoso amdefim it was deatbibi^ a 'man axid a Giaour 
to enter. Biit these - memories, neveir weighed wit^ 
£roeldoane ; he was anned, his. blood was npi .aod if 
Ms ^OS' were-, sheltered i IheBre,' he veiwed that all the 
might .of Mahmoud,. all the yataghans, of *2sh|ii^ 
s]u>iild not sen?o4o idiield him. 

' !A flight of st^' endmg«the';cedar«walk. slopped 
Hbe oheoiiii's . ^palssage : ' abo^e * van«4enraee, 4md on 
that terrace looked the few lattice casementsaUowe^ 
io a Totidsh dWelling^-whoSe 'light from within had 
oanght. his eyes. He threw himself out of ^saddl^ 
passed the hridle over a bongh, aiid<went^ loot up 
the stairs. Erceldounes nfle was loaded; he had 
on him, too, the honting^knife with which x he ha4 
.grallocked the hill. deer; and he weat straight on~r 
into the den of the assassins, as he belieyed. ..Foolr 
hardy he was not; hut he had found sinew and 
coolness serve him too well in many an ovater, east 
and west, not to have learned to trust to them, and 
he had resolved, moreover, to go through with thif 
thing cost what it might» bring what it would. 
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He hurried on the temiee» laden idtii ihe scadet 
blosBoms of the trumpet-flower aud japonica, and 
heavy with odours from the nyetanfhns and nmak- 

roses trailmg over the stone ; a door stood open on 
to it, leading into the large court which forms the 
customary entrance of a Turkish house ; he paused 
» moment and looked through ; there was only a 
dim light thrown on its walls and floor, and there 
was no sound but of the fidling of the water into the 
oentral fountain. He passed the threshold, and 
entered, the dang of his step resounding on the 
variegated mosaic of the pavement: its owa echo 
was the only sound whieh answered — for its stillness 
the place might have been deserted. But the court 
opened into a chamber beyond, flooded with warm, 
mellow light, its dome-like ceiliug wreathed with 
carved pomeg^ates, while another fountain was 
flinging its sliower upward iu tiie centie, and tlie 

fragrance of aloe-wood flUed the air from where it 

burned, like incense, in a brazier ; — a picture, full 
of oriental colouring. With his rifle in his hand, 
his white burnous flung behind him, and his single 
thought the longing which possessed him to unearth 
his foe, and have his hand upon his throat, he swept 
aside the purple draperies^ that partially shadowed 
the portico, and passed within the entrance. 
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A woman rose from her couch in the distancCy 
BtarUed, yet with the look of one who disdains to 
give its reins to fear — as a sovereign would rise 
were her solitnde desecrated and he paused, his 
steps arrested and his passions silenced, as in an- 
cient days he who came to slay in the deadliness of 
wrath, uncovered his head, and dropped his un- 
sheathed sword, entering the holy shrine at whose 
altar his foe had taken sanctuary. His enemy was 
forgotten ; — he stood before Idalia. 

He saw her in the flood of amber light that fell 
upon the lustre of her hair, on the white folds of 
her dress with its hem of gold, on the scarlet blos- 
som of the roses clustering about her feet, on the 
aromatic mist of the aloe wood burning near ; — and 
in an instant he had crossed the marble that severed 
them, his head uncovered, Lib hand disarmed, his 
eyes blinded. 

" At last !— at last ! " 

And he had never known how strong had become 
the power, how eager had grown his quest, of the 
memory which had pursued him, until now, when 
he bowed before her, when his lips were on her 
hand, when a hot joy that he had never known 
swept through his life, when in that suddden 
meeting his gaze looked upward to the= face which 
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had mocked him a thousand times, from the 
bine depths of sea ivaves, in the tawny stretch of 
eastern plains, in the stillness of starrer nights and 
the darkness of conTent aisks, and now at l^ngUi 
was found. 

She drew herself with haughty amazed anger firoifi 
him she saw her solitude violated by the ahrujpi 
entrance of an armed man when the night was so 
late that the chant of the Imaum was calling to 
prayer : she saw a stranger, by his dress an Arab, 
bend before her in homage that was insult She 
wrenched herself away, and signed him back with a 
gesture too grand in its grace for fear, and in her 
eyes a glance which spoke without words. 

Then, as he raised his head, she saw the 
features which she had last beheld in what had 
seemed their death hour, while up to hers gazed the 
eyes that but for her succour the culture's beak would 
have struck, and torn out for ever ; then she knew 
him ; — and oyer her proud loveliness came a sudden 
flush, a soflncbs that changed it as by a miracle; and 
she looked down upon him with that glance which 
he had seen and remembered through the dizzy 
mists of delirium, and had given to his Madonna in 
the altar-picture at Monastica. 

''Your' 
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It was but one word ; bat by that word he knew 
that as he had never forgot, so he had not been 
forgotten. 

He bjsnt lower yet, till his Upe icmched her hand- 
again. 

At last ! I thought that we should never meet ! 

And now — I have no words. To strive to pay my 
debt were hopeless; God grant the day mayeome 
when I can show you how I hold it. You saved my 
life ; you shall command it as you wiU." 

His words broke from his heart s depths, and in 
the rapid breathless tide of emotion, strongly felt 
and hard to utter ; few womeu would have failed to 
read in them that, with his bold, keen, dauntless 
nature, self-jeliant, danger-tested though it was, 
thiere went a faith that would be loyal to his o^ 
utter ruin, once pledged and given, and a tenderness 
passionate and exhaustless, through which he might 
be lured on to any belief, dashed down to any 
destruction. A dangerous knowledge; there are 
sc nice any women to be trusted with it. 

Silence fell between them for the moment, where 
she stuod beside the scaiiel roses of the fountain, 
with the heavy sloes perCome rising round, and at her 
feet, bov.ed low before iier, the mau wliose life was 

owed to her by so vast a debt*^ stranger and un- 

0 s 
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known, yet bound to her by the golden bonds of 
service that had loosed and freed him from, his 
grave. All the glory of her beauty was deepened 
and softened as she looked on him, startled still, 
and hardly consciouB of bis words ; and Eroeldoune 
gazed upward to her face, with a dim mist before 
his sight, as he had never gazed befOTe upon the 
face of woman : — he had forgotten all in that lumi- 
nance of light, that glow of colour, that delicious 
dreamy fragrance. 

Bemembxance returned to him as she released 
her hands from his hold, and drew slightly from 
him. They could not meet as strangers, while 
betwixt them ^as the tie of a life restored, and the 
memory of that hour of awful peril in which she had 
been his saviour. But he had come, armed and 
alone, by violent entrance into her solitaiy chamber 
in the lateness of the night ; and on her face Tva» 
the look of (me to whom insult was intolerable and 
all fear unknown — then he remembered what had 
brought him thither, and spoke ere she could 
fapeak. 

Pardon me for the rude abruptness with which 

I have broken on you ; nothing can excuse it save 
the truth— I followed, as I thought, one of my 
Moldavian assassins ; I hunted him down the Bos- 
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pheruSy and lost his track in the gardens here. I 
&iicied " 

" Your assassins 1 — here 1 " 

" DonbtleBB it was an error of mine ! " he broke 
in hastily ; that this house could be his murderer's 
lair was impossible, since it was hers, and he fore- 
bore to tell her how closely he had hunted his 
qnarry to her presence, lest he should give her 
alarm. I rode him down into a wilderness of palm- 
trees and cactus, and missed his trail in the dark- 
ness; — the coward was unarmed, I could not &re 
on him, and he escaped me. I saw a light gleam 
through the cedars ; and I forced my entrance ; 
then I forgot all — even forgot what my own violence 
must appear — since it led me to you ! " 

His voice dropped and softened as he spoke the 
last word; the pitiless passion which had alone 
possessed him as he had dashed aside the draperies 
and forced his way into what he had believed the 
covert of the man he hunted, were outweighed and 
forgotten ; even while he spoke he had no memory 
but for her. 

m 

She shuddered slightly, and glanced into the dim 
twilight gloom of the court on to which her chamber 
opened. 

"If yon tracked him into these gardens, he 
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may be there, or may have liidden liere. Search; 
— have my people vith you — let ifaem take 
torches, and seek through the gardens. No 
one can have entered; bat the gconnds are a wil- 
derness " 

*^ More likely he has eseaped to the sea-shore ; 
and all I know, or care now, is, that he has served 
to bring ine — here / Oh ! my God, if yoa knew how 
I have sought you ! — and now that we have met, 
what can I say ? Nothing that will not leave me 
deeper your debtor than before." 

''Say no more. You owe me nothing. Who 
would not have done for you the little that I did ? **■ 

** Yon perilled your life to save mine, and mine is 
owed to you if a man's life was ever owed for angel 
work/' broke in Erceldoone, while the force of a 
new and strange softness trembled through his voice 
as he stood alone in the stillness of the night with 
this woman, of whom he knew nothing — nothing, 
saye that she Med his soul and his senses with a 
sweet fierce joy that had never touched them before, 
and that he had been rescued from his grare by her 
hand. 

Oyer her face swept a look almost of pain : 

" Call nothing I did by that name. And — ^why 
should you feel it as a debt^ as a merit even ? A 
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little cold water held to a stranger a lips !^ It is not 
wortha thooght'f 

" It was worth my life, and with my life I will 
pay it» if you will take the pa7meat» he it made in 
what guise it may." 

They weire no empty words of eourteoas reqixital ; 
they were an oath to the death, if need he ; she was 
aiieat, while her glance dwelt on him where he stood, 
reared now to his full stature, in the amher flood 
of the lamps, the snowy folds of the homoos flung 
hmtkt and on his face a grandeur from the stormy 
passions an instant ago lashed to their height, hlent 
with the eager light with which he looked on her. 
Then she held her hand out to him, with the beautifdl 
impulse of a proud and gracnons nature, touched 
and bending with a soTereign grace. 

I liumk yon for your words. There is no qnes* 
tion of debt now ; they more than pay the little I 
cxnild do to serve yon in your peril. We eaimot 
meet as strangers ; let us part as fciends.'' 

The words were even in their gentleness, a sign 
of dismissaL He had broken in on her abruptly, 
and the night was late. He bowed low over her 
hand — as we bow over that of an Empress. 

'*Part! Tme; — I come unbidden hexe; I have 
no right to linger in your presence ; but we cannot 
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part until I know that we sball meet again. I have . 
not found to night what I have sought bo long un- 
eeasingly and hopelessly, only to-ni|^t once more to 
loBe it'' 

She drew baek slightly, and her &ee grew paler, 
while over its brilliance swept a troubled fererish 
shadow : she answered nothing. 

" You can know nothing of me now, but at least 
you will consent to know more ? he pnrsned. ''A . 
name alone ielh little ; yet had I had one by which 
to 8eek*the saviour of my^life, it would not have been 
so long before you had heard mine.** 

In the hot night» in the perfumed stillness, 
in the sudden revulsion from the vioieuce of 
vengeance to the wild sweetness of this woman's 

pieseuce, words far diiiereut reeled tlirough his 

thoughts and rose to his lips; but they were held 
back by his own sense of their madness, and by the 
dignify, nameless yet resistlesst which surrounded, 
her. 

''You would know my name? It is Idalia 
Yassalis." 

She uttered it almost .with defiance, yet a defiance 
which had a profound sadness in it, like the defiance 
of the slave. 

And. why conceal it so long ? Can you not 
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think what it was to owe so great a gratitude to you, 
yet to be left in such Atrange ignorance of my pre- 
seryer that, for an3rthing which I could tell, we might 
never have met on earth ? " 

"I had reasons for desiring my own name un* 
toldy" she answered, coldly, as though interro- 
gation were unknown to her. "Besides I never 
thought that you would have any remembrance of 
me." 

To have lost remembrance I must have lost the 
life you xescaed.'* 

The brief words said a volume; she knew they, 
were no offspring of hollow courtesy, but a passionate 
truth broken up unbidden from a character in which 
a bold and noble simplicity prevailed over all that 
the world had taught, in motive, in purpose, in 
action, and in speech ; to understand her^ might for 
years bewilder and mislead the man ; to understand 
Aim, the few moments of that night snfl&ced to the 
woman. 

*' It is few remember as you do," she said, and 

the soft lingering richness of her voice, with an 
unspoken melancholy vibrating through it, thrilled 

tliruiigU liim. *' Life is no great gifi given back to 
merit gratitude ! Bat, while we lose time in words, 

yuux murderer will escape ; if jou chased him to 
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these gardens, there is no <mtlet seaward. Take 
my people with you; some are Albaiuans» and 
will serve well and boldly nnder need; let the 
grounds be searched,for my safety if not for your own.*' 
Whilst she spoke she rang a hand-bell ; a negress 
obeyed the summons, an Abyssinian, clothed in 
soadet and white. 

Bid Paulus and his sons take arms and torches, 
and wait without on the terrace," said the mistress 
to her slave, who gave the salaam silently^ and left 
the chamber. The men will be fidthful to you,*' 
she resumed to Erceldoune. *'Let them accompany 
you home; if your assassins be in Turkey, tiie 
Bosphorus shores cannot be safe for you alone. 
No^— you willnotreliise me; yon can set little store 
on the life you say I gave yon back if you would 
risk it wantonly so soon." 

My life will be richer and dearer to me from to- 
night" 

The words broke from him on impulse and almost 
mmwarea, as he bent before her in furewell: he 
could not linger after her dismissal ; to liaye disputed 
it would hare been impossible, for there was about 
her that nameless royalty which is its own defence, 
and which no man ever insulted with impunity, 
or insulted twice. 
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She avoided ail notice of his words as she gave 
him her adieu, speakings as she had hitherto done, 

ill i'rcncii. 

He bowed over her hand, but he held it still. 

**And to-morrow I may have permission to return, 
and seek to say all for which I have no words to- 
night ? The debt that you disclaim must, at least, 
be safficient bond between as for iis not to part as 
strangers ? " 

Looking upward he saw a certain hesitation upon 
her face ; her eyes were suddenly darkened by a 
shadow it were hard to describe, and she was silent 
Chivalrous in his courtesy to women, pride was 
too strong in him for him to sue wh^re he was 
repulsed, to entreat '^here he was undesired. He 
released her, and raised his head. 

It is not for me to force my presence on you. 
Farewell, then, and take, once for «dl, my gratitude 
for a debt that it has pleasured you to em- 
bitter." 

The words were proud, but they were also pained; 
they were the terse, uustudied phrases of a man who 
was wounded, but who could not be lowered, and 
would not be angered ; they served him better, and 
touched her more keenly, than more servile or more 
honeyed utterances would have done. She smiled 
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mih a certain unosemeat, yet with a grater and a 

gentler feeling too. 

** Nay — yon need not read my silence so. Come 
liere again — ^if you wish." 

Just then the clang of the Albanians' anns 
announced their readiness on the terrace without ; 
he bowed down once more before her, and left 
her standing there^ with the clusters of the roses at 
her feet, and the colour of the rich chamber 
stretching away into dim distance around her as she 
had suddenly broken on his ught, when he had 
dashed back the purple draperies in pursuit of his 
assassin. 

And he went out into the night with one thought 
alone upon him ; he felt blind with the glow of the 
light, intoxicated with the incense odours, dizzy with 
all that lustre and maze of delicate hues, of golden 
arabesques, of gleaming marbles, and of scarlet 
blossoms ; but what had blinded his sight and made 
his thoughts reel, was not these, but was the smile 
of the woman who had suddenly lit his life to a 
beauty which he had passed through half the years 
that are allotted to man, neyer having known or 
cared to know. 
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Or Ms foe there was no trace. 

The Monarch stood undistiu'bed, with the bridle 
flung over the cedar hough, and the Barhaiy mare 
lay motionless, with her right fore leg twisted under 
her and broken; of his foe there was ho trace, 
and he rode on silently down the Bosphorus 
shore back mto Pera, with the Albanians running 
by his horse's side, their torches throwing a ruddy 
glare over the moonlit sea and sHvered sands, 
and on their own picturesque dresses and hand- 
some classic fiEUiesi as they held on to his stirmp* 
leather. 

A few moments before, and he had had no thought 
sayeof the blood-thirst with which he had ridden bis 
enemy down the shore, and of the just vengeance of 
an unpardonable wrong; now he had no memory 
aaye one. 

With the morning he rose, with but this one 
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thought BtiU — ^he would see her again I With the 
early dawn, while the sound of the drums was rolling 
through the mists, as they heralded the Commander 
of the Faithful going to prayer, he was plunging 
into the grey depths of the Bosphorus: sleep 
beyond his bidding. He knew that for hours 
yet he could not go to her, ]^ut he watched the 
sun in intolerable impatience for it to trayel faster 
on its way; he walked alone to and &o the 
silent shore in a dream that was filled with her 
memory, and dead to all else. He did not pause 
to analyse what he felt, not even to wonder at it ; 
his life was launched on the tempestuous sea of 
passion, and he lived in a trance of feverish in- 
toxication, restless pain, and sweet idolatry. Whal 
avail how great had been his strength before? It 
only served to fiing him down in more utter cap- 
tivity now. 

Far sooner than ceremony would have allowed 
him, he rode down the same path by which he had 
pursued the Greek the night before; but of him he 
had no more thought than if he were blotted from 
his lifcj when once more he looked upon her; — a 
woman fitted for a throne. 

She did not give him her hand, but she smiled* 
that smile which gave its light to her eyes yet more 
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than to her lips ; and he thought that she must hear 
the beating of his heart— it had never throbbed 
so thick and fast when he had given the word for 
his own death-shot in th0 Carpathian pass. He 
had never felt Himfiftlf strici^en strengthless and 
powerless, blind and dizzy with a thousand new 
emotionsy as he felt now: — so had another bold 
Border chief, the Night Rider of the Marches, 
been conquered when Bothwell stood before his 
Queen. 

His thoughts were full of fever, his life seemed 
confused yet tnmsfigored. To have thrown himself 
at her feet and gazed there upward to her in silence 
and in worship, would have been to follow the 
impulse in him. She knew it ; his eyes spoke all 
on which his lips were perforce dumb ; he did not 
think how much they betrayed him, he did not 
dream how much they told — ^to a woman v^o had 
wakened so much love that its faintest sign was 
known to her — of the tumult in. his heart, 
of the glory in his life, of the madness in his 
soul, which were so mingled and so nuneless to 
himself. 

In that moment, the whole heart of the man, in 

its brave truthfulness, its' bold uianliood, its head- 
long faith> and its awakening passionSy was open 
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before her as a book ; — she knew her power over a 
dauntlesB, lojal life : how would she use it ? 

She let her glance dwell on him for a moment, 
those lustrous changeful eyes^ whose hue could 
never be told, calmly meeting the passion of his 
own : calmly reading and watching the type and the 
worth of this life, which through her was stiU amongst 
the liyiug. 

** Have you found no trace of your assassin?'* she 
asked him carelessly. They told me there were 
no signs of him on the shore last night." 

*' I forgot him 1 I have only, remembered that he 
brought me here.** 

''It is not many who would follow so generous 
a code as yours. You have a deathless memory 
for gratitude, a forgiving oblivion of injury." 

" Hush ! do not give me credit that is not mine. 
As for gratitude — ^it is not that only which has 
made my life know no memory save the memory of 
you!" 

His voice trembled, the words escaped him invo* 

lantarily : he was scarcely conscious what he said. 
She bowed with that dignity which repulsed without 
rebuking the meaning of the words. 

You do me far too much honour. The little I 
did in common human charity merits, as I said 
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n>efore, neither tkaaks nor memorj. You stay in Gon- 
siantmople, I suppose ? she coatinaed, with that 
ease which was almost cold — cold, at least, compared 
to the tumult of impassioned impulses, unconsidered 
thoughts, and newly-born emotions which were 
warm and eag^er in the heart of her listener* It 
checked him, it stung and chilled him. 

I am waiting for home despatches," he answered 
her ; " I am a Queen*s courier, as you may have 
heard. You are liTing here ? " 

Only for a while ; some months, a few days, I 
do not know which it may be. You^ who are so 
splendid an artist, must £nd constant occupation in 
the East?" 

"I ? I am little of an artist, save wlieu my horse 
or my rifle are out of reach. We, of the old Border, 
rarely carved our names in any other fashion than 
by the sword." 

She saw how little his thoughts were with his 
words, as she met again the burning gaze of eyes 

that told far more than he knew ; their language 
was too familiar to her to move her as it would have 
*moved a woman less used to its utterance ; it was a 
tale so old to her 1 She sighed, a little impatiently, 
a little wearily ; she was unutterably tired of love. 
What was intoxication to him was but a thousand- 
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times-told story to her. And yet — she saw that this 
man would suffer, and she foresaw that he would 
suffer' through her. She pitied him, as it was not 
in her commonly to pity. 

"I saw you in Sicily, surely?" he pursued. 
''For one moment, as you passed in a lateen- 
boat?'* 

was in Sicily a 'year ago; I dare say you 
might have seen me*** 
" You travel much ? 

** "Who does not in our days?** she answered, 
with carelessness, hut carelessness that veiled a 
refiisal to speak fbrther of herself, which was im- 
penetrable* She had every grace of womanhood, 
hut beneath these she bad a haughty and courtly 
reticence that was impassible. Travel has one great 
attraction — it leaves little room for reflection. You 
like it yourself ? " 

« 

^ Yes, I like it. A courier's suits me better than 
any life, except a soldier^s, would have done. How- 
isver, it waa xkdt witii me a matter of preference ; I 
was ruined ; I was glad of any post." 

He said It frankly, and with' the indifference whictf 
his decayed fortunes really were to him; but he saw 
ihM she was rich, he beard that she was titled, and 
he would not form her friendship under false colours. 
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knawing that his own title gave him a semblaace of 
wealth and of station he had not. 

She smiled sIighUy> there were both wonder ai 
his 'honesty, and comprehension of his motives in 
that smile; the candour and the integcity of his 
nature were very new to her» and moved her to a 
wonder almost kindred to reverence. 

You are rich, I think," she said, a little wearily. 
" You have strength^ libertyt manhood^ independ- 
aice,'honour; — how many have forfeited or never 
owned those birthrights 1 You chose very wisely 
to take a wanderex^s freedom rather than the slaveiy 
of the worfd.*' 

Erceldoune shook himself with a restless gesture, 
as an eagle chained shakes his wings : 

" Ich dlene Bicht YaMlieii 1 

he muttered in his beard. 

She laiiglied, but her gaze dwelt on him in sym- 
pathy with the heiy independence of his nature. 

Never the vassal of a slave ? Then never be 
the slave of a woman ! " 

He looked at her, and there was something wistful 
in the look ; he wondered if she knew her power * 
over him, and if she made a jest of it ; he could not 
answer her with that badinage, that gay light homage^ 
that subtle flattery, to which she was accustomed; 
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he felt too earnestly, too deeply; a maa of .few . 
words, saTe when keenly moved or uracil intereated, 
he could not give himself to the utterance of those 
airy notliinge* while all his life was stirred with 
passion he could not name. . 

At that moment the great Servian hound entered 
through the open window from the terrace, and 
stood looking at him with its wolf^crest up, its fine 
eyes watchful and menacing, and a low angry growl 
challenging him as a stranger* It was a magnificent 
brute, massive in build, lithe in limb, pure bred, 
and nearly as tall as a yoong deer. 

Erceldoune turned to him and stretched out his 
hand. 

Ah ! there is my gallant friend. I owe him a 
debt too." 

The animal stood a secoud looking at liim, then 
went and laid down like a lion couchant at her feet. 

She laid her hand on his great head — a hand of 
exceeding fiiimess and elegance, with the sapphires 
and diamouds glittering there, which Mother Vero- 
nica had noted, with a rednse's quick appreciation 
of worldly things. 

You must forgive him if he be discourteous ; he 
has so often been my only champion, that he is apt 
to be a little raah in his chivalry." 
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** I honour him for his fidelity. But, your only 
champion ? Where was the chivaky of the world, 
to leave such a post to a dog ? " 

'* Where ! In idle tows and poets' dreams, I 
imagine; its only home in any time, most likely. 
The Bitter Tanuhauser swore his knightly homage in 
the Yenasberg, but ere long he tnnied on her who 
gave him his delight : - 

0 Venus schone Frane mein, 
ILr seyd eiue Teufelinne !" 

The German legend is yery typical ! *' 

** Tannhauser was a cur ! " said Erceldoune, with 
an eloquent warmth in his voice rather than in his 
words. " What matter what she was — what matter 
whence she came — she was the sovereign of his life; 
she had given him love, and glory, and dehght ; she 
was his. It was enou^i — enough to lose a world for, 
aud to hold it well lost ! " 

He paused suddenly in the passionate poetic 
impulse on which he spoke, which had broken up 
in bis heart for the first time, utterly alien as be 
believed to his nature, to his temperament, to his 
;Will. It was of her and of himself that he thought* 
not of the old Teutonic Minnesingei s legend of 
Tannhauser: and the rich glow of the sunlight 
slanting across the mosaic pavement, shone in the 
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dark eagle lustre of his ejres> and lent its warmth to 
the Mnrilloolike bronze of bis cheek. 

She was a woman of the world ; that noble truth- 
fbhiess, that gallant faith, that knightly eamestness 
were new and yery strange to her. Thejr touched 
her* 

** If Tannhiiuser had loved like that — who knows ? 
— even she, the Teufelinne, might have been re- 
deemed. She could not have been iaithiess to such 
fedth." shesaid, half musingly, rather following oat 
her thoughts than addressing him ; and in her voice 
there was a -vague pathetic pain. 

Mad words rose to his lips in reply — words that 
he had to hold down in silence ; the room seemed 
dizzy round him, the odours of the flowers reeled 
in his brain as thou^ they were narcotics; he 
watched, like a man half-blinded, her hand wander 
among the scarlet blossoms, and toy with the waters 
of the fountain. It was a delirium ; and, for all its 
feyerish pain, he would not haye exchanged it to 
have back the happiest and most tranquil hour of 
his past. He had dreamed of her, till he had loyed 
her, as utterly as ever a man loved a woman ; lie was 
in her presence— at last !— and aU loye that before 
might be but a dream became at once with giant 
growth a passion. She did not— with him at least 
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— seek her power ; but such power was hers in its 
widest magnitude of empire; and she was a little 
weaiy of it, as sovereigiis are weary of their crowns. 

''You give fresh air the preference,— will j<m 
come into my gardens ? They are Teiy wild, but I 
like them the better for that," she asked him, as she 
rose with that half-languid grace which bespoke 
something of oriental blood in her, and| moved out 
on to the terrace. 

The gardens were, in truth, untrimmed as the 
neglect of years could make them« but they had 
been originally palace grounds, and all the colour 
and luxuriance of unchecked vegetation made them 
beautiful^ with their wilderness of myrtle, cactus» and 
pomegranate, and their stretches of untrained roses 
blooming round the splashing waters of the marble 
and porphyry fountains. 

''Little has been done here, for years, and yet 
there is a loveliness in them not to be had in 
trimmed and trained chateau gardens, she said, as 
she turned so that the sun fell full on her face with' 
its delicate haughty lustre, its richness and fairness 
of hue. 

" Yes 1 there is a loveliness, ' he answered her» as 
his eyes looked down jnto hers, " greater than I ever 
believed in before.** 
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She laughed a little ; slightly, caielessly. 
What enthusiaBm. So great a traveUer caimot, 
surely, find anything so new and strikiiig in a wild 
Turkiah garden?" she said^ half amusedly, half 
languidly, a tiitle ironically, puiposely misappre- 
hending his words* 

The look came on him that had been there before, 
when she had bade him never to be the slave of a 
woman ; proud, and yet wistful. 

" I do not know that ! he said, almost bitterly : 
** but I know that the gardens may be as fatal as 
those of Uhland's Linden-tree. You remember how 
the poem begins ? ' 

The words took an undue effect on her ; resent- 
ment came on her fetce, inquiry into her eyes, that 
she turned full on him in some surprise, some 
anger, and yet more, as it seemed to him, disquiet. 
Then all these faded, and a profound sadness 
followed them. 

" Yes, I remember,'' she said, calmly. Take 
warning by Wolfdieterich, and do not lie under the 
linden 1 Bather, to speak more plainly, and less 
poeticall}', never come where yon do not see where 
your footsteps will lead you. You know nothing of 
me, save my name ; leave me without knowing more* 
It will be best, believe me — far best/' 
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Slie paused as she spoke^ as they moYed down the 
ayenue, the roses strewing the grass path, and the 
Bosphorus waves flashing through the boughs. The 
singularity of the words stmck him less at that 
moment than the injunction they gave him to leave 
her. Leave her! — ^in the very moment when bis 
quest had been recompensed ; in the first hour 
when, at last in her presence, at last in her home, 
the fugitive glory of his dreams was made real, and 
he had found the woman who had literally be^ to 
him the angel of life. 

Beneath the sun-bronze of his face she saw the 
blood come and go quickly and painfully; he 
paused, too, and stood facing her in the cedar aisle, 
with that gallant and dauntless manhood which lent 
its kingliness to him by nature* 

" Best ? For which of us ? " 

« For you " 
Then I must refuse to obey." 
Why ? Befuse, because it is for yourself that I 
have spoken ^ " " 

''Yes. If my presence jeopardised you, I must 
obey, and rid you of it ; if I alone be concerned, I 
refuse obedience, because I would give up all X have 
ever prized on earth— save honour^to be near what 
I have sought so long, and sought so vainly." 
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It was all but a deelaration of love, to a woman 
of whom he knew nothings save . her beauty and 
her name* She read him as ] she would have 
read a book» bat she did not sihow her know- 



** You are verjr rash/* she said» softly, without a 
touch of irony now. " I have said truly, I have said 
wisely, it will be best for you that our frieadship 
should not continue— should barely commence. If 
you persist in it, the time will, in eveiy likelihood, 
come when you will condemn me, and reproach 
yourself for it I speak in all sincerity, even though 
I do not g&Te you my reasons. You consider-^-veiy 
generously — that you owe me a debt; it would be 
best paid by obeying what I say now, and forgetting 
me, as if we had never met.** 

She spoke with the courtly ease of a woman of 
the world, of a woman used to speak and to be 
obeyed, to guide and to be followed; but there was 
a certain inflection of regretful bitterness in her 
Toice, a certain shadow of troubled weariness in her 
eyes, as if slie did not send him from her witliout 
some reluctance. They were strange words; but 

she liad kiiown too many of the multiform piiases of 

life to have any feminine fear of singularity or of its 

imputation, and had passed through iinfaTuiliar 
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paihs ^th a fearless careless grace whoUy and solely 
her own. 

His frank eyes met bers^ and there was in them a 
passionate pain. 

''You bid me pay my debt in the only ctun I 
cannot command. Obey you, I will not. Forget 
youy I eauid not." 

She smiled. 

" Tweniy*foar hours' absence soon supplies any 

one with oblivion ! 
^' It is a year since I saw yon in the Sicilian boat, 

yet I have not forgotten. I shall not while I have 
life.'' 

His voice was very low ; he was wounded, but he 
coold not be offended or incensed — by.her. 

She bent Jier head witii a tiweet and gracious 
gesture of amends and of concession. ; 

"True! Pardon me; I wronged you. Nev^- 
theless, indeed rather decotiae, you remember so 
well — I still say to you, Go, and let us remain 
as. strangers 1 " 

All that was noblest in her spoke in those words : 
all that lingered, best and truest, in her, prompted 
them. She wished, for his peace, that he should 
leave her, because she knew his heart better far 
than he himself; she wished— now, at the least — 
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that he whom she had reseued, should he spared 
from all shadow from her, from all love for her ; she 
wished — now, at least — ^to save him. From what? 
From herself. 

Yet it was not without pain on her side also, 
though that pain was concealed, that she spoke. 

He looked at her steadily, the earnest, open, 
lojal, unartificial nature of the man striving in vain 
to read the motive and the meaning of the woman, 
and failing, as men mostly do. 

His face grew very white under the warm hrown 
left there by Asian and Algerian suus. 

** If you command it, I must obey. My presence 
shall be no forced burden ux)on you. But you can- 
not command on me forgetfolness, and I could wish 
you bad been merciful before^ and leffe me to die 

where I lay.'' 
t 

Unconsidered, spoken from his heart, and the 
more profound in pathos for their brief simplioify, 
the words moved her deeply, so deeply, that tears, 
rarest sign of emotion with her that she had never 
known for years, rose in her eyes as they dwelt on 
him; her lips parted, but witiiout speech ; she stood 
silent. 

The day was very still; sheltered by the cedars 

from the heat, tlie golden light quivered about 
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them ; there was no sound bat of the eieala among 
the pomegranate leaves, and of the wayes breaking 
up against the marble palace stairs ; neither ever 
forgot that single hour when on one word the fntnre 
hong. His eyes watched her longingiy ; he did not 
ask who she was, whence she came, for what reason 
she thus bade him go from her; he only remem- 
bered the glory of her loveliness, and the words in 
which she had said, ''Go, and let us remain 
henceforth as strangers*" 

"Answer me, Madame," he said, briefly, "Do 
yon, for yourself, command me to leave yon ? " 

"For myself? No. I cannot command you — ^it 
is only for your sake—** 

She paused. What was, in truth, in her thoughts 
it would have been impossible to put in clear words 
before Lim; she could not tell this man that what 
she feared for him was the love that he would feel 
for herself; and what she had said suOiced to give 
back to his heart its restless tumult of vague joys, 
sufficed to make the present hour in which he lived 
full of sweet intosdcation. 

" Then, since not for yourself you command, for 
myself X refuse to obey; refuse, now and for ever — 
come what will — ever to be to you again as a 
stmnger." 
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The tremor was dtill in Ms Toioe, bnt there w6re 

in it, too, the thrill of a tnumphaat gratitude, 
the feckless resolve of a tropic passion : ' she 
knew that the die was cast, that to send him 
from her now would Setye bnt little to make her 
memory forgotten hy him. She knew well enough 
that forgetfiilness was a treasure for eremiore 
beyond the reach of those who once had loved 
her. 

"Be it so ! We will have no more words on the 
matter/' die said;* carelessly, as ^ho passed onward 
with a low, light laugh ; her temperament was 
variable, and she did not care that he should 
see that new unwonted weakness which liad made 
her ^es grow dim at the chivalry and pathos 
of his brief words. *^The fantasies of Uiilaad 
have made ns speak as poeticdly as themselves. 
My counsels were coijusels of wisdom, but since 
Wolfdieterich will rest under the linden, he must 
accept the hazard! How calm the Bospliorus is, 

the waves are hardly curled. There is my boat at 

the foot of the stairs ; it is not too warm yet for 
half an hour on the sea if you would like to take 

the oars." 

A moment ago and she had forbade him any know- 
ledge of her, and had sought to dismiss l^i'y' hom 
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her presence ; now she spoke to him familiarly and 
wiihont ceremony* inth the chann of those first 
bright sweet hours of communion when strangers 
glide into Mends ; that hour which either, in Mend* 
ship or in love, is as ihe bloom to the fruit, as 
the daybreak to the day, indefinable, magical, and 
fleeting. 

The caique rocked on the water, half hidden 
tmder the hanf^ing boughs of myrtles at the landing* 
stairs, while the sea lay cahn as a sun-girded lake, 
nothing in sight except a &r*off fleet of olire^wood 
feluccas* And with one stroke of the oars among 
the fragrant water-weeds, the little curled gilded 
sea-toy floated softly and slowly down the stiU grey 
waters that gHstened like a Idee of silver in' the sun. 
Erceldoune was in as ecstatic a dream as any opium- 
eater. She had east away whaterer thoughts had 
weighed on her when she had bade him leave her ; 
a step once taken, a decision once given, she was 
not a woman to vacillate in further doubt or in 
iiller regret, she was at once too proud and too 
nonchalant. She had bidden him, in all sincerity, 
remain a sftranger to her ; he had refused to obey, 
and had chosen to linger in her presence. She let 
his will take its course, and accepted the present 
hour. The vessel dropped down the Bosphorus in 
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the sunlight, so smoothly^ that a lazy stroke of the 
oars DOW and then sufficed to gaide it along the 
shore, where the cypress and myrtle houghs drooped 
almost, to the water, and the heayy odours of jessa- 
miae and roses boated to them from the gardens 
aeross the sea. Lying hack among her cushions, so 
near him that he could feel the touch of her laces 
sweep aeross him as the hreeze stirred them, and 
could see the hreath of the wind steal among the 
chesnut masses of her hair that was drawn hack in 
its own richness from her hrow and fastened with 
gold threads scarce bri^ter than its own hue, the 
fascination of Idalia — a danger that men far colder 
and better on their guard than he, fomid themselyes 
powerless against — gained its empire on iiim, as the 
spell of the Venusberg stole on the will and the 
senses of the mailed knight Tannhauser. With a 
glittering gaiety when she would ; with a knowledge 
of the world, varied, it seemed, almost beyond any 
woman's scope ; with the acquisition of most lan- 
guages and of their literature, polished and profound 
to scholarship; with a disdainful, graceful, ironic 
wit, delicate, hut keenly barbed ; and witli all these 
a certain shadow of sadness, half scornful, half weaiy, 
that yet gave to her at times an exquisite gentleness 
and a deeper interest yet» she would have had % 
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fatal and resistless seduction, without that patrician 
grace of air and form, and that rarity of personal 
attractions, which made her one of those women 
whom no man looks on without homage, few men ' 
without passion* With the ease which long ac- 
quaintance with the world alone gives, she spoke on 
all topics, lightlj, brilliantly, the languor or the 
satire of one moment changed the next to the 
poetry or the earnestness which seemed to lie full 
as much in her nature ; and even while she spoke 
of trifles, she learnt every trait, every touch of his 
life, his character, bis fortunes, and bis tastes, 
though he never observed or dreamt of it — though 
he never noted in turn that in it all no word escaped 
her that could have told him who she was, whence 
she came, what her past had been, or what ber 
present was. The frank, bold, loyal nature of the 
man loved and trusted, and bad nothing to conceal. 
She, in penetration as keen as she was in tact 
most subtle, read his life at will, while ber own 
was veiled. 

The caique dropped indolently down the shore, 

the oars scarcely parting the bright waters, the 
warmth of the day tempered by a low west wind, 
blowing gently from the Levantine isles, spice-laden 
with their odour. With the rise and fall of the 
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boat, with the perfames of rose gardens borne on 
the air, with the boundless freedom of cloudless 
skies and stretching seas, there were blent the 
murmur of her Yoice, the fra^^rance of her hair, the 
glance, whose beauty had haunted him by night 
and day, the fascination of a loveliness passing 
that eren of his remembranee* It seemed to him 
as if they had been together for ever, drifting 
through the glories of an Avillion— as if, ontil now 
in all his life, he had never lived. He was like a 
man in enchantment ; the world seemed no longer 
real to liim^ but changed into a golden and tumul* 
tuous dream* 

Time, custom, ceremonies, all grew vague and 
indifferent; it seemed to him as if he had loved 
this woman for an eternity. The passion suddenly 
woke in him would have broken its way into hot 
unconsidered words, but for that light chain lying 
on his love and binding it to silence which only, 
gave it more tenacity and more strength. She 
would not have been what she was to him could he 
have approached her with familiarity; could he 
have sought her as his mistress, she would have 
fallen as his ideal. 

•No one could have called her cold who looked on ' 
the brilliance of her beauty, on the light of her 
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smile ; but the languor with which she tniried aside 
homage, and let words of softer jueaning glide off 
her 'ear tmnoted br vnaceepted, gave her an imps* 
netiability, a nonchalance, a serenity, that were as 
ilnpassable as coldness. 

" I may return to-morrow ? " he asked her, when 
she at last had made him turn the caique back, and 
had taciUy dismissed him. 

He spoke briefly, but his voice was very low, and 
there was entreaty in the tone that pleaded far 
more than a honeyed phrase would ever have done 
with her. Her eyes dwelt on him a momt nt, once 
more with that profound and undefinable look 
of pity. 

Yes, since you wish* I shall be happy to see 

yon at dinner, if you will do me the lionour. 
Adieu i'' 

She bowed, and moved to leave Inm. Sometliiug 
in his look as he answered her made her pause as 
she swept away, and stirred by a sudden impulse 
(impulse was rare with her), she waited an instant 
and held out her hand. 

He took it; and bending his head, touched it 
with his lips as reverently as a devotee would kiss 
his cross. She laughed a little as she drew it 
gently away. 
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^ We are not in the days of CastOian courtesies ! 

Farewell until to-mon ow ! " 

And with that graceful ne^^ent moTement which 
gave lier so languid a cliarm, she passed away from 
him into the villa; and for Erceldonne the son died 
out of the heavens, and all its beauty faded oil the 
bright earth about him* 

He spent the remaining hours of the day alone — 
alone till long after nightfall — ^pushing a boat far 
out to sea, and letting it float at hazard, in the sun- 
set, in the twilight, in the phosphor-brilliance of 
the moon, till the chant of the Muezzin rang over 
the waves with the dawn. His existence seemed 
dreamy, unreal, trans figured ; he neither heeded 
how time went nor what he did; but lay leaning 
over tlic side of his boat gazing all through the 
night at the lighted lattices of her windows, where 
they glittered through the cypress and myrtle woods. 
He was in the £rst trance of a passion he had 
scorned. 
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THE SOYEBBIGN OF THE BOUND TABLE. 

All the day Eroeldoune spent aimlessly ; he took 
his rifle and went over wild tracts of outlying 
eonntry, be never asked or knew where, hut be 
scarcely hred a shot ; the hours seemed endless 
till they brought the evemng» and be walked on and 
on through sear deserted valleys, and over hills 
thick dotbed with the sombre cypress, with litlle 
object except to throw off the fever in him by ex- 
bausting exercise and bodily fatigue. The tumul- 
tuous happiness and the restless disq[uiet he felt 
were alike new to bim; be was not a man easily to 
be the fool of his passions, or to let loose his judg- 
ment in their intoxication ; be bad held them down 
in almost as stern a curb as any of the iron knights 
of the Calatraya, and now, in solitude, and in the 
calmness of morning, he saw his own peril and his 
own madness as be bad not in the enchantment of 
her presence, or in the impassioned phantasies of 
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the night. He loved her; he did not disguise 
it from himself; he was not likely to mislead 
either his own mind or others by tiie veil of a 
specious sophistij; and in the freshness and the 
abaudonment of those first hours there came 
the chillier memory of the bidding she bad ^Ten 

him, to leave iier aud remaiu a stranger to her. 

Fear or donbt were alike alien to him. Yet, in 
calmer reasun, lie could not but remember that 
such words most hm their motiye in some cause 
he could not fatlioni , lliat their mere expression 
had been, strange, and argued of mystexyj if not 
of evil. She had spoken nothing of herseK; there 
remained still une;^plained, unguessed at» the cause 
she had had for the concealment of her name at 
Monafitica, or of her presence at all in those badbanc 
Moldavian wilds. Who was she? "What was her 
history ? He could not telL l^ot even did he know 
whether she were wedded or unwedded ; whether his 
love, could ever bring him any chance of happiness 
through it, or whether it were already forbidden and 
doomed to be its own misery, its own curse. He knew 
nothing. And alone on the hill-side, with the vulture 
wheeimg above-head in the noon skies, and the 
cypress thickets stretching downward to the prec^iee 
beneath his ieet, a quick shudder ran through his 
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blood. Had he had the mastery of his life so loui^ 
only to yield it up now to break in a woman^s 
hands ? Had he believed in and followed the ideal 
of his dreams only to suffer through her, and be 
divorced from her at the last ? 

He ground the butt of his rifle down into the 
loose black soil. 

"It is too late now!" he said, unconscioiisly, 
aloud. "She saved my life; she shall claim it if 
she will. Come what may, I will believe in her.*' 

It was a loyal and gallant oafth, pledged to the 
sunburnt solitudes and the blue cloudless skies. 
Was she for whose sake it was sworn worthy of it? 

The world would have told him no, and, being 
questioned why, would have answered in three 
words : 

" She is IdaHa/' 

Anything of doubt, of depression, of pain, that 
had mingled with the tumult of his thoughts through 
the day, swept far away when the hour came for him 
to go to her again. One of the Albanian men- 
servants ushered him through the hall and into the 
magnificent chamber, which, once the Odk of an 
Andeiun, served now as the reception-room of the 
villa; the curtains were drawn' back, the blaze of 
light dazzled his sight, and his eyes, eagerly glan- 
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cing through the vastness of the space for the Coun- 
tess Yassalis, met instead the eyes of Victor Vane. 

His first sensation was one of intense dissppoint- 
menty the next of intolerable impatience^ the third 
of reckless hati*ed. He did not panse to remember 
how improbable it had been to think that she would 
have invited him alone to dine at her table ; how 
unreasonable it was to suppose that a titled woman 
of so much 3roath and so mnch brilliance could liye 
in solitude the life of a recluse ; how natural it must 
be that she was acquainted with a man of fashion* 
able repute and aristocratic habits, who lived chieflj 
abroad, and knew almost every continental family 
of note ; he remembered none of these things ; he 
only realised his disappointment, he only saw before 
him the colourless face of the guest he had once 
entertained, and to whom he had felt that qoick 
contemptuous dislike which a noted lider, an un- 
tiring sportsman, a desert-hnnter, and a traveller 
impervious to fatigue, was certain to conceive for a 
delicate dilettante, an idle flinenr, a rusi silken 
speculator and courtier, such as Vane appeared to 
him. 

Something in the very attitude of this man, more- 
over, as he leant against a marble console playing 

with a scarlet rose, and humming a Spanish Bolero 
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to himself, suggested the familiarity of custom, of 
intimaey; he looked like one in his own home**-noi 
less so from the way in which he advanced to Ercel- 
donne with a cordial, pleasant smile of welcome. 
His smile was, indeed, always very sweet, and of a 
rarely winning promise. 

**Ah, Sir Fulke! — charmed to renew our ac- 
quaintance. I was delighted to hear from the 
Gonntess that she expected the pleasure of seeing 
you this evening. I assure you I have never for- 
gotten your most comforting hospitality on the 
moors; my only regret is that we have not come 
across each other before." 

You do me much honour, and have a long 
memory for a mere trifle.** 

Idalia had announced his acquaintance with her 
to Victor Vane : they had talked of him then 1 He 
could not — would not — ^have spoken her name to 
Mend or stranger. 

The Countess tells me that you think you met 
about here one of your Moldavian assassins/' pur- 
sued the other, not noticing, or not seeming to 
notice, the coldness with which his advances were 
met. " I am not surprised — so many rascals come 
eastwards. I hope you will be able to track the 
feUow ? " 
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"My only regiet jls, that I did not shoot him 
down*" 

The auswer was brief and stern. He could have 
shot down the man before him. 

"Ah! great pity you didn't. Chivalry is wasted 
on these condoUieri ; I have seen too much of the 
acampa in Italy. That was a strange affair, tha^ in 
the Carpathians ? Motive was political, I should 
suppose?" 

Probably. Politics is the hospital for broken 
seomidrels." 

Vane laughed softly and merrily. He was a 
polished gentleman and a polished diplomatist^ and 
never betrayed it if he were hit. 

"True enough! I used to busy myself wHh 
politics once on a time; but, on my soul, I found 
myself in such bad company, that I was glad to 
throw up the cards, and leave the tables. Yoiia ! 
two of my best friends ! Allow me the honour of 
introducing them to one who, before long, I hope, 
will let me claim him to make a trio 1 The Coimt 
Laiaxa — Baron Falkenstiern — Sir Fulke Ercel- 
dome.*' 

Erccldoune looked at the two men — Hungarian 
and^hessalian. There was nothing of the adven- 
turer or the chevalie}' d'indusirie, however, about 
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eiihet of them; ihej wese of couxtlj breeding and 
of geauine rank. 

^'Idalia is not here?" said Laxmca, after Hie 
introduction, to Victor Vane, vho gave him the 
slighteet poseible silencing gUnce of warning as he 
answered : 

'* She will be, in a moment, I dare say." 

Erceidoune crashed his heel into the softness of 
the carpet with a passionate oath suppressed. What 
was this man to her that he had title to call her by 
her familiar name ?— what the other that he had a 
light to receive her guests, and speak of her actions ? 
At that moment Diomed threw open the broad 
double doors. In the flood of sunshine still pouring 
in through the western windows there came Idalia. 

She swept towards them with the dignity and 
grace of a woman long accustomed to homage 
wherever she moved, and familiar with it to 
weariness. She gave thej same reception to all» 
without a bkade of difference that could have 
flattered anj, except that, when dinner was aop 
nounced as served, with a slight bend of her head 
she signed Erceidoune to her, and laid her hand on 
his arm. She might have felt the quick tr^or 
that ran through his frame at that signal of her 
preference, at that light touch of her hand : she 



Digiiizixi by Google 



236 IDAUA. 

did flee the gladness and gratitade thai shone in 
his eyes as they gazed on her, and a sigh un- 
consciously escaped her — a sigh, not for herself hat 

fox him. 

They passed into a large yanlted ehamher, the 
walls of white marble, the draperies and couches of 
scarlet, the mattmg a silken amher tissue, the ceiling 
in fresco with wreaths of grapes and pomegranates 
raised in gold, and at one end a lofty fountain 
flinging its spray up among iiowers. 

'*Who is that?" muttered Laraxa. "A mag- 
nificent man, and siie seems to favour him. Is he — 

**No. He is a beggared Queeu s Messenger. 
Besides— don't you rememher the name ? — ^he was 

Count Conrad's Border Eagle. Take care what you 
say before him." 

Laraxa lifted his eyebrows : 
Why, in Heaven's name, is he here ? " 

** Idalia'b caprice I iuu remember, she saved Lis 

life ; but take care — ^he may oyerhear." 

•*But if Coiirad " 

« Conrad is at Athens by now. CImA I " 

The table was round, so that there was no place 

of precedence except the right hand of the hostess. 

The dinner was of as much sumptuousness and 
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elegance as if it had been served in Paris ; and lihe 
various Albanian, Negro; and Turkish attendants 
gave the entertainment an Arabian*1ike effect, 
heightened by the Eastern character of the confec- 
tionery and the Eastern fruits and flowers. The 
still lingering sunset glow was shut out, and the 
chamber was illumined with wax-lights in crystal or 
in candelabra at every point; everything about her 
spoke of no ordinary wealth, and had the air, more- 
over, of habitual luxury, even of habitual extrava- 
gance. It might be only snrfEUie deep; but that 
surface, at least, was brilliant 

" My table is round, like Arthur's," said Idalia, 
with a smile, as she sank into her chair. 

There shonld be no precedence at a dinner-table : 
equality, at least, should exist over soups and 
entries r' 

" Where the Countess VassaHs is, can there fail 
to be a place of honour ? 
She laughed softly : 

" You would have me say, like the O'Donoghne, 

* W iiere I am, is the head of the table/ That was 
a truer and haughtier pride than would have lain 

in a struggle for precedence. The answer always 
pleased me/' 

** And jet you aie fur ec^uality, Madame ? " said 
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'^otor Vane, with "a significance in the tone that 
did not lie in the words. 
A certain contempt came into her eyes and a 

slight flush on her cheeks. 

** My fancies, 'at least, remain patrician : a woman 
is never compelled to be consistent/' she said, mth 
a negligent indifference. 

Yet no phjsiognonust who had studied the proud 
curve of her beautiful lips, or the firm mould of her 
delicate chin, would have said that incousistency, or 
any need to take refuge in it, could ever be attri- 
buted to the Countess Yassalis, whatever other 
errors might lie at her score. 

"What can that man be to her?" thought 
Erceldoune, while the dark colour flushed over his 
brow. Vane had not been named as any re- 
lative : there was no difference in her manner to 
hiiii from her conduct to others, yet lie had about 
him a nameless familiarity, graceful and polished 
like all his actions, which seemed to betoken in 
him either some sway over her or some accepted 
tie to her. Could he be her lover? — her hus- 
band? The blood grew like ice in £rceldoune*s 
veins as the thought glanced across him. He 
felt dizzy» blinded, sick at heart, and drank down 
nnoonseiously the great goblet, glass beside him 
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that they had filled with champagne. The wine 

that he was used to diink like water felt now liko 
so much fire : the fever was in hie life, not in the 
liquid. 

The dinner was as choice and seductive a one as 
that with which the fair intriguing Queen of Arragon 
subdued the senses and stole the allegiance of 
Villena. There was a shadow of melancholy still 
on their hostess; but the dazzling glitter of her 
wit gained rather than lost by that certain disdain- 
ful languor — half scorn, half weariness — which 
was more marked in her that evening than when 
she had been with Erceldoune alone in the sunny, 
silence of the Bosphorus. A woman hr less eon- 
scious of her power than she was conscious of it, 
would have known that all these men loved her, and 
were, even if unknown to them, each other's rivals. 
But the knowledge gave her no more sort of embar- 
rassment than if they had been guests of her own 
sex. She was well used to all conquest; used to 
men in all their moods and all their passions ; used 
to intoxicate them with a smile, to subdue them 
with a glance. She took little wine, touching each 
variety with her lips; but once or twice she 'drank a 
single dxaoght of hot Chartreuse — a fiery liqueur 
that hi9r sex rarely clioo8e--and with it drove away 
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the shadow that seemed on her» and abandoned her- 
self to the gay glitter of the hour. Watching her, 
he could have fancied, had not the thought been too 
fantastic, that she had taken the Chartreuse as men 
take hot wines — to shake o^ thought, and give their 
spirits recklessness. Yet what could this woman, 
with her splendour, her power, her youth, and her 
fascination, desire that she had not ? What could 
be the canker at the core of that purple and odorous 
pomegranate flower of her life ? 

The various courses were served admirably ; and 
he might have been dining at a palace for the 
lavishness of the banq^uet. There was great bril- 
liance, too, in the conversation ; for in her presence 
every one strove to shine. There was considerable 
freedom in the topics and in the wit — more than is 
customary in the presence of most women, though 
never actually sufficient to become licence; but now 
and then there were flashes of jest at which Ercel- 
donne ground his teeth : they were a profanation to 
his ideal — a taint on his angel. Unconsciously he 
had so idealised and etherealised her in his thoughts, 
that a soil of earth on her would defame if it were 
too late to dethrone her. " That is not the tone in 
which men speak before a hostess they reverence," 
he said in his soul, with fiery bitterness, while he 
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glanced at her to bee if she resented it. She lay 
back with her beautiful languor, laughing softly, 
slightly. She was either too familiar with it to note 
it, or if she felt resentment did not display it 

'When only the Turkish and Levantine bruits and 
ciystallised confections remained on the table in 
their sUyer baskets, which dainty statuettes of 
Odalisque slaves and Greek girls held up in a 
shower of flowers, hookahs were brought round by 
a Nubian to each of the guests. 

" We have permission to smoke in your presence, 
then, madame ? " said Erceldoune, as the porcelain 
narghile was set beside him. 

She looked up in slight surprise, as though the 
solicitation were new to her. 

** Oh, yes ! It is as necessary to you after dinner - 
as your cup of coffee. Is it not ? " 

It is always welcome — since you have the com- 
passion to allow it," he answered her, as he raised 
the long amber-tipped tube. 
* She smiled. 

Of course — why not ? That Latakia, I believe, 
is good ? All the rest of it, they tell me, was bought 
up by the French Legation.** 

** It is excellent, fall fintgrance, but veiy soft A- 
propos of the Chancelleries, at which of them shall 

TOL. I. B 
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I have the honour of meetuig yon most?. Afi jet, 

you know, I am in ignorance of your nation." 
He spoke with the natural careleasnesa of so na* 

tural a question ; the Countess Yassalis must as he 
deemed be known by the representatiTes of all i the 
great Powers. A shadow of impatience came on her 
face, a defiant havteur in her eyes. 

**You will meet me at none of tke Embassies," 
she said, briefly and coldly. 

And in that moment Erceldoune saw Idalia as he 
had never seen her before ; saw in her a certain 
grandeur of dibdaiiiful defiance, a certain outlawed 
soyereignty as of one life against a world* 

" The Countess Idalia has come to tlie East for 
rest," interposed Victor Vane, with his musical, 
gliding voice. " How is it possible to obtain it if 
you go en p^itenee to those tedious traTesties of 
little courts, his Excellency's receptions ? Visiting 
your Ambassador is, I think, one of the severest 
penalties of foreign residence." 

Our Eepresentative will consent, I dare. si^» to 
release you from it if yon petition him; or, most 
likely, he will not notice your choice de briUerpar 
voire ahaenee'* said Erceldoune, curtly. 

He knew^the explanation was a diplomaticiie ; he 
was tortured with bitter impatience to know why tlw 
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mnn'inftde Mmself her apologist, or had claim to ex* 
piam her actions ; his thoughts were in a couiiict of 
conjecture as to the cause of her exdnsioii from the 
Embassies — for exclusion he believed it» by the 
look that for one instant he had seen upon her 

The access of viyacity and abandon which a con- 
siderable amount of wiae drank, and the introduc- 
tion of tobacco invariably produce, flowed into the 

conyersatioQ ; its gaiety grew , very gay, and though 
there was still nothing that was licentious, there was 
a tone in it not customary before women of rank ; the 
anecdotes had a Br^ aroma, the epigrams^^had a 
Jockey Club flavour, the equivoques were fitted for 
a little gilded supper cabinet in the Blaison Dor& ; 
such a freedom in any other hour would have added 
to its piquance and its savonr to Erceldonne as to 
all other men, but it now lashed him into vehement 
pain and ineensement ; it brought the breath of the 
world — and of a very profane world — on the woman 
of his dreams, it desecrated and almost dimmed the 
beauty of his ideal. Out of tlie mists of death he had 
once wakened to see her face in the haze of the sun- 
light ; the face of an angel, the face of his altar- 
picture at Monastica : when he sat here in the per- 
fume and lustre of the Eastern chamber, with the 

A 2 
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odours of wines and flowers, and sx)ices and incense, 
with the glitter of gold and azure, of silver and 
scarlet, with light laughter and light wit on the air, 
he seemed to have lost her again — lost her more 
cruelly. Even while close beside him, the richness of 
her heautjy the glance of her eyes, the touch of her 
trailing dress, the gleam of the diamonds on her hair, 
heightened her loveliness and heightened his passion, 
lall the night seemed full of wild tumult to him, of 
fierce delight, and of as fiery a pain, there was stiU 
on him that deadly nameless sense of some im- 
pending loss. She was nothing to him, worse than 
nothing, if she were not what he believed her. Alas, 
where was there ever man or woman who reached 
the spiritualised standard of an idealic love ? 

The lustre and splendour of the chamber, the 
artistic mingling of colour, the rich wines, the 
dreamy perfumes, the scented narcotics, these were 
all, he knew, the studied auxiliaries of a woman 
whose science was to beguile. But he dashed the ac- 
cursed suspicion from him as quickly as it rose ; he 
had sworn to believe in her, he wovM believe in her. 

When she at last rose and left the dinner-table, 
her guests rose too, and followed her. A timepiece 
was striking twelve when they entered the salon* 

" We have been long enough at dinner to satisfy 
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Briliat-Savariii ! " said idalia, glancing at it. " Do 
you like cards, Sir Fulke ? " 

** I think no man could say honestly he did not, 
though it is the most dangerous of pastimes," 
he answered her, with a smile. " I have seeu its 
evils in South America, where, as in Pizarro's time^ 
the uld proverb still holds good, and they ' game 
away the sun hefore it rises.' " 

" Many do that over other things than play, and 
before they know what their sun is worth 1 " she 
said, with that profound sadness which now and 
then chequered her careless brilliance with so dark 
a shadow. ** We will have some baccarat, then. I 
am fond of play — ^when it is high enough.'' 

** I should not have thought that." ' 

She looked at him with a smile; she knew his 
reasons as well as though he had uttered them; 
there was something of irony, more of melancholy 
in the smile. 

" No ? But it is true all the same. Why should 
it not be ? High play is excitement, and it whirls 
thought away/' 

*'But you, should hare no thoughts that are 

• »» 
pam. 

"Those are idle words! There are few lireB 
without pain, there are none without reproach.'* 
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She tmned from bim with somefiluiig of im- 
patience^ and as lier Albaaiana wheeled the card- 
table nearer, Bank info her conch*' drawing some 
carda to her. She looked a woman to lean over a 
balcony in a atarlit Sonthem night, and listen to 
a poet B cancion, or a lovei b whimper stealing np 
through the mnrmors of the leaves with the rererent 
worship of Petrarca; not one to need the feverish 
excitation of the gamester^s reckless hazards. Who 
was slie ? what was she ? this mystery whom men 
called Idalia? he wondered] ceaselessly in eager 
unrest. 

The baccarat commenced. 

She played with the skill of her country, if that 
country were Greece, as her name implied ; played 
like one accustomed to control chance by pro- 
ficiency: but also with that alternate lisdessness 
itiid eagerness which maiks those vviiu sscck ii as a 
distraction from those who crave it out of avarice. 
It was its excitement that was grateful to her, the 

' rapid changes and chances. When she lost, she 
lost with an absolute indifiference^ and she staked 
her gold with a lavish extravagance that seemed to 

' disdain speculation. Once or twice Erceldoune 
almost thought that she sought to guide the success 
of the hazard towards himself; if so* she succeeded ; 
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he won considerably, to his own displeasure, and 
she did not Over and over again, when the current 
of chance ran for her, she lost it, either listlessly, 
with that cardess scomfbll weaiiness peeuliar to 
her, or with a recklessness that made her throw 
large tnuns away while she laughed oyer a bon- 
mot. Two hours passed rapidly in the wkirl of the 
game, leaving him winner of some heavy some. 
Her eyes rested on him a moment, on the dark 
soldier-like graodeor of his head, which the rich 
eolonrs and light of the room behind him threw up, 
as a noble Spanish head by Muiillo might be thrown 
np on an illnminated background of gold and scarlet ; 
then, at a slight pause in the game, she rose, sweep- 
ing hei* laces about her. 

Play on by yourselves, mes amis, as long as you 
will. I am constant to nothing — ^the privilege of a 
woman ! — and I shall take a cup of coffee." 

They all rose, as of course she knew. that they 
would, and gathered about her, while two Nubians 
brought round trays of Mocha and bonbons. It 
had been her caprice that Erceldoune should be a 
gainer by the baccarat, and she had secured her 
point without any semblance of effort. The ex- 
pression used by more than one to her con- 
cerning him, had impressed her with the idea that 
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his necessities for money were far greater than they 

were. 

Taking their coffee, they stood about her by the 

marble basin of the fountain. As the night grew 
late, as the wine and the incense and her constant 
presence added heat to their mutual rivahy, the 
bands of courtesy began to loosen, the instinctiye 
jealousy that was rife among them began to seethe 
np in covert words and bitter ironies. Ercel* 
doune resented their presence, they ressented his; 
even the bright soft harmony always characteristic 
of Victor Vane began to show a gleam of con- 
straint and impatience beneath it. Any watdier 
might have seen that it needed but very slight 
provocation, a very little more licence, to remove 
the cuib that lay on them, and to let their enmity 
break into feud, mere strangers though they were 
to one another. She saw this, but it excited in her 
no passing agitation even, no thought of dif^culty i 
she was used to see the strongest tempests at riot, 
and to control them, if she cared to do so, with 
a glance or a word; often she let them destroy 
themselves by their own violence. Now she lefb 
them and ran her hands over the keys of the 
grand piano which stood near the fountain, and with 
hardly a chord of prelude sang a rich Romaic ode. 
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a moiintain song with the old war-fire of Hellas in 
it. Her voice was of an exquisite beaatj, highly 
caltiyated and elo iuent as any Pasta's, and it rang 
through the silence, throbbing on the air, and echo- 
ing far oat to the night, where it was answered by 
the beating of the waves and the music of the night- 
ingales among the roses. Those round her were 
stilled as by a sudden spell. She sang on, scarcely 
pausing, grand, monmfdl, impassioned chants, now 
Bomaic, now Sicilian, now Venetian ; songs of the 
nations, of the poets, of the hours of freedom, of the 
glories that were gone from Hellas and from Eome ; 
songs of a profound pathos, of an eternal meaning* 
Neither Mozart nor Beethoven ever gave richer 
melodies than were those poems brought from the 
pait, from the peoples, from the heart uf dying 
nations, and from the treasures of their perished 
liberties. 

Erceldoune leant against the white shaft of the 
marble walls, with his head bent ; music always had 
power over him, and it gave her back all the divinity 
of his dreams, all the power of his lost ideal Never, 
since the hrst moment when she had stooped to him 
with that one word ** You ! " had he seen her look 
as she looked now ; those were the eyes that had 
bent above him wiUi an angel's pity, when he had 
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lain dying in tlie sunlight. Anything of her empire 
that had been hazarded in the past few honrs she 

recovered tenlbld ; anything of abhorrent doubt that 

had stolen into his loyalty and &ith to her, was 
swept away and forgotten. 

He believed in her — he worshipped her! Not 
less so, when with a shook of surprise, and all the 
Border*blood warming in him, he heard her sing 
the Scottish sonnet, beantiM and Ihing still as the 
waters of the Esk» by which it was written : 

Skepip sUeiuje* child, mreet&thfir of soft vest, 
IMnce, whose approach peace to all mortals brings, 
fodilfennt host to shepherds and to kings, 
Sole comforter of minds that are oppreet, 

Lo ! by tliy cluinuin^ rod all breathing things 
Lie slumbering with ibrgetfuhaess possest. 

The words, only the sweeter for the lingering 

softness of the foreign accent, came to his ear like 
the breath of his monntain air oyer the heatlier ; as 
they died oil the air he leaned eagerly forward : 

''You know onr poems? You belieTO that 
beauty may come even out of our rugged glens ? ** 

Sorely every one knows Dmmmond? The 
gentle Cavalier who died of his Master's death? 
Ton most often hare seen Hawthomden, I sap* 
pose ? " 
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"It was my fleiyoiiriie haont in my boyhood^ 

though I believe I thought more of the birds I shot 
int the glen, and the water-fowls of the Etk, than of 
Drummond himself at that time." 
" And yet there was Patria 'in every line of your 

face when you heard his sonnet just now," she said» 
with a smile. 

" Ah ! you know that Pope says, 

'A Scot would £ght for Cbmt'a Kirk o' the Green." * 

To hear any of the old ballads is like hearing a 

trumpet-call ; besides— Drum moud b words on yowr 
lips 1 I cannot tell you what they were to me." 

He paused abruptly, tbo silence more eloquent 

■ 

than any words could have been. 

** You have never heard me speak English," she 
said) carelessly. In truth, if you will pardon me> . 
it is the language I like least. Its low Dutch, with 
aU the exoUc additions that have grown on it, is too 
hard for my lips ; and I haye rarely had occasion to 
use what knowledge I .possess of it Apropos of 
Scottish poetry, are you descended from the 
Bhymer?" 

^ We belieye him to have been of the same race.; 
but what is known of him is so enveloped in legend, 
that it is hard to trace. Thomas himself has grown 
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almoBt mythical, ihoQgh 'Syr Tristam' is im- 
mortal." 

Yes ! because Sjr Trisiam's folly is repeated by 

all men, through all ages." 

''Folly? It merits a better name; it was, at 
least, fidelity ? " 

"Folly! Fidelity! They are synonyms for 
love. L'un vavi Vautre" 

*' Would you never, then, believe in passion as 
enduring as Tristam*s ? " 

« For Ysonde, who is another man's wife ? Oh 
yes ! that is a very common feature. The love is so 
charming because it is forbidden ! ** 

The evening wab veiy bliJI; tke stars bhining in 
myriads above the cypress and ilex woods, the 
heavy odours of roses and basilica on the air, and 
. through the boughs of the cedars silvery gleams and 
flashes of the phosphorescent water. She left her 
seat as she spoke, and went out on to the terrace, 
and leaned a moment over the marble wall. 

How cool^ how tranquil ! And we spend such a 
night over hot wines, and idle jests, and feverish 
playl" 

To his heart, to his lips, rose words in unison 
with that sweetness of the night, bom firom the 
intoxication of the hour: as though she felt them 
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ere they were attered, and would have them remain 

unspoken, she leant slightly towards him. 

** Go home by yourself-^with none of them» if 
they invite you. I don't mean," she added, with a 
laugh, because tiiey will knock you down to steal 
your winnings ! They are not so low as that — • 
yet." 

The whisper was low and Tery rapid ; surprise 
was the dominant feeling that it awoke in hmtt 
joined with something of a yivid wondering deHght 
— ^she thought of his welfare i 

^' Your wish is my law/' he answered her. *'I>o 
with my life what you will — it is yours." 

''No. Not mine. It is a noble trust; never 
give it rashly." 

There was a step beside them. 

''A beautiful night, indeed/' said Victor Vane. 
"A picture of Gherardo^ and a poem of Hafiz! 
Certainly we never know what stars are till we come 
to the East." 

"Never, said Idalia, turning to him; "and now 
yon may return to Stamboul by their lighl Alter 
their poetry come their practical uses. I shall dis- 
miss you all now ; I am tired. Good night I *' 

Lightly as the words were spoken, eagerly as 
ihey longed to dispute the dismissal, unscrupulous, 
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at least, as were some of those about her, all 
were constrained to obey her command — all were 
powerless to remain in her presence. Erceldoune 
wag the first to accept her dismissal ; he would not 
offer her even so much insult as would have laid in 
hesitation, and he took his fiftrewell of her instantly 
and almost in silence. 

Yane followed him with his glance* 

** Why have you taken to patronise that Border 
moss-trooper, madame?'' he asked, with a slight 
satirical laugh. ** He is nothing bnt a courier, and 
has only an owl's roost at home that foxes burrow 
in, and cobwebs keep famished. He is a rough 
rider and a wild shikari, nothing else ; they are odd 
titles to yoor preference." 

She looked him steadily in the eyes : 

** He is a frank and gallant gentleman ; that is, 
perhaps, as strange a one ! It may be odd that I 
shoidd care to see an honest man by way of variefy ; 
but — since it is my caprice, harm him at your 
periL" 

Her gaests were gone. 

In solitude she sank down in the depths of a 
couch, with the light still playing on the dia- 
monds in her hair, and her eyes watching the 
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fall of the showering spray into the basin of the 
fountain, wliere scarlet roses swayed into the lily- 
laden waters. She gave a weary, restless ngh as 
she thrust back the bright masses of her hair 
farther from her temples, and, leaning her cheek 
on her hand, gazed absently into the glancing 
surface. There was something of release, some- 
thing of regret, something of self-reproach in her 
attitude and in her thoughts; though these were 
checked by and mingled with a careless ironic 
triumph, and a royal habit of command and of 
disdain. 

"Have I done more wrong?" she said, half 

aloud, while her proud head fell. Greater wrong 
than everl He ia loyal and lion-hearted — a braTO 

chiviilioiis gentleman : he should not come amongst 
us I The others can play at diamond cut diamond ; 
the others are fairly armed, and have but their 
weapons turned against them. But he is of different 

mould : he will suffer — ^lie will suffer terribly ! " 
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In fJie full noon heat of tlie next day — iieat that 
brooded on the hills and glistened on the 8ea» in 
which the leaves and the flowers drooped, and the 
sails of the feluccas hung stirless — Idalia moTcd 
slowly and thoughtfully up and down her reception - 
room» the simlight straying in chequered rays 
through the chinks of the shutters, and falling fit- 
fully across her. The wolf-hound followed her step 
for step ; there was not a sound except the falling 
of the fountains and the buzzing of a little hunuoing- 
bird tangled among the flowers. There was a certain 
shadow on her, but it was not that of grief, still less 
was it that of any tremulous effeminate sorrow; it 
was haughty, imrestful, with much of doubt, much 
of rebellion, much of disdain in it— the shadow 
that was on the lieine Blanche in the fetters of 
Fotheringay, on Marie Antoinette in the presence of 
Mirabeau. There was an intense scorn in the darii 



soft lustre o{ her eyes— ^flie eyes of ai Georgian or a 

Greek. She was netted closely in, in a net of x^ar- 
tially her am past weating : self-repioach was not 
the least keen of many regrets that were heavy upon 
her, and the world was against her ; but she was not 
vanquiblied nor intinudated. 

She came and paused before an open oabuiet» on 
wliose writing-stand lay a pile of letters. Her eyes 
rested on the one that lay uppermost, and read its 

lines for tlie second time \vith disdain, revulsion, 

pity» impatience, and loathing all mingled in her 

glance, 

"He always wants money! He would give his 
soul for money ; and yet he throws it away as idly 
as the winds ! " she thought, while her hand absently 
caressed the 'great head of the hound. ** Well f be 
can have it* I will always give him that. I would 
give it him a]l-*-down to the very diamonds — if he 
would l^ave me £cee, if he would cut away every link 
of the past, if he would go and neyer let me see his 
face again, " 

Yet stall, though there was much of profound 

dejection and heart-sickness at her life upon her, 
there was no fear in it^ and no sadness that had not 
as much disdain. She laid both hands on the dog's 
broad forehead, and looked down into his eyes. 
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Oh, Bulla 1 when one life is ohosen, is there no 
eseape into another ? - If we aeeept^ error in blkid^ 
ness once, is there no lading it dowa ? Plutarcli 
has written, ' Yfhm we see the^dkihoBoi]r><^ a things 
then is it time to renounce it.' But what <;aii we 
if we canno^if it stay with ns^ and wiil not fittaeMdca 
us ? How cau I be free from, it ? ** 

Bat bondaise was not.sabraisaion; and ehe^^wia 
like the Pabnyran or Icenian queens — ^made a slave, 
bnt all a soTereign atilL 

A humming-bird llew against her, and, frightened, 
tangled itself among her laee. She put her hand 
over it, and caught it, stroked smooth the little 
raffled brings, laid her lips gently on ita bright head, 
and, opening one of the lattices, loosed it, and let it 
% into the sonny air. 

" liberty ! ^ Liberty 4 It is worth any saerifiee,*' 
she said, half aloud, as she watched the bird's flight 
throogh the gardens and outward to the sea. 

At that moment a Nubian slaTO threw open 'the 
broad double doors of jasper at the end' of the 
chamber, the hangings before it. were flung aside* 
and Ereeldonne entered her presence. 

She had said it would be best that he should 
remain absent ; yet he was not in error when he 
thought that the smile she had giren him last night 
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was geaxedy so sweet as HuA she gave him now* 

He seemed half her own by title of that death-hour^ 
in whieh she had felt for the faint beatangs of bis 
heart, and had watched beside him in the ioueliness 
of the Caxpatfaiaiis. She could not fofget that this 
man's strong life would have perished but for her. 

He owed her a debt— the debt of £uth» at the 
least. Whatever she might be to others, to him she 
had been as the angel of life. MoreoTer» there was 
in Idalia, overlying the proud earnestness that was 
in her nature, a certain nonchalance — a certain 
lauguiil carelessness — that made her look little 
beyond the present hour, and.change her tempera- 
ment as immediate iniiuences prevailed. The tra- 
dition of birth gave her some blood of the Comm<- 
neni in her veins; and the insoiiciance of an 
epicnrean^ with the hanghiy power of imperial 
pride, were blent in her as they had been in Manuel. 
Therefore, since he had chosen to put aside her 
first warning, she allowed him now to come as he 
would. 

As for him, life was a paradise — a delirium ; and 

he gave himself up to it. The earth had eternal 

summer for him, and wore an eternal smile. He 

sat near her in the shaded light and sweet incense 

of the chamber, while they spoke of things that 

s 8 
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served to veil the thonghts burning beneath his- 
oommonest words ; thej strolled through the eedar 
aisles, and through the fields of roses, as the heat of 
the day fiaded, and the breeze began to stir among 
the splendours of the flower-wilderness ; they passed 
the sunset hour on the sea, watching the day die 
oat in glory, and the Are from the west f^ow over 
the Marmora waves, and tinge the distant snow- 
crests of Momit Ida and Olympus. 

When the litUe caique floated slowly homeward 
down the waters, the evening star-— the star of 
Astarte — ^had risen. Through the opened windows 
of her villa the lights of the banqueting-room 
tered, and the table stood ready served^ with the 
Albanians and Nubians waiting about it. She bade 
him stay, if he would^ and he was her only guest. 
Had her wines been opimn-drugged, they could not 
have brought him dreanis more fatally fiair — a lulled 
delight more sure to wake in bittemess^than they 
gave him now. The charms for every sense, the 
beauty of the chamber, the odours of the flowers*, 
the oriental languor pervading tlie very air — all that 
he had felt the night before h» felt tenfold now : 
tlieu a passionate jealousy, a restless doubt, bad 
haimted him; now he was alone, and on him only, 
did her smile glance, did her eyes fall. 
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There was on her this mght an hihnitd gentlenesSi 
a gracious sweetness, often tmged with sadness, 
though often bright, briUiant, and illumined with 
all the grace of talent. But at the same time there 
was the sovereignty which, in her solitude, guarded 
her as an empress is guarded in a Court, which 
made her as secure ftom words of warmer tinge 
.than what she chose to hear, as she was carelessly 
disdainful of the precise customs of the world. He 
felt that she forbade him to approach her with any 
whisper of love ; he knew that to take advantage of 
his admission to her solitude, to giTe any utterance 
to the passion in him, would be to be banished from 
it then and for ever. He felt this though she ne^er 
spoke, never hinted it; aud even while the restric- 
tion galled and stung him most, he most revered 
her for it, he most honoured aud adored in her the 
holiness of his ideaL 

There was a difference in her from the evening 
before ; while her gaiety was less, the darker shadow 
was also far less upon her. She had scarcely 
touched the wines, and of play she did not speak ; 
it might be but the " hope which out of its own self 
creates the thing it longs for,*' but he could have 
believed that for the few hours of the present sh^ 
had resigned herself to happiness — ^happiness in 
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Ms presenee. The thought seemed wild to him, 
baseless and vain even to madness ; he told himself 
that it was a presnmptnotis folly, and- he felt' that 
her gentleness to him, her smile upon, him, were 
onlj such feeling as a woman might- well testify, in 
mere pity's sake, to one whom she had found in 
deadly peril, and whom she had restored to life 
on the very brink of the grave. And, iudeed, 
there was a weary, royal grace always' in 'her, 
which would have made a man, far jainer than 
Ereeldoune could ever become, long doubt his own 
power ever to move her heart. 
* He asked nothing, heeded notiiing, doubted no- 
thing. He moved, acted, spoke, almost as mecha- 
nieally as one in the unconsciousness of fever. It 
was love of which men have died before now ; not 
<of brcy^en hearts, as poets say, but of its intoxication 
and its reaction, as in a death-draught of opium or 
digitalis. 

She divined well enough all that was unuttered 
on his hps. She let his idolatry be fostered 
by all of scene, iime, place, and the spells of 
her own loveliness that a studied coquette could 
have devised, yet she repressed any expression of 
that worship as a woman of the world alone can 
do, without any word that was cold, any glance 
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that was rebi^^y yet proudly, distinctly, aud beyond 
resbtanee. 

She followed the impulse, the caprice perhaps, of 
ih^moinieD^ vithoat definite purpose or * thoai^t at 
all. ^For ihe last eight years men had never ap- 
proached lier 8a¥e to love ; it ivas a thoii8and*time 
Md^ tale to lier. If her lieart had l<Mst its freshness, 
onitfr pity, there could be little marvel in it, even 
though there 'were much blame. 

"The ohant of the Imaom rang up irom the shore, 
deep-and sonorous; eaUing on the Faithful to prayer, 
an hour before midnights She listened dreamily to 
ihe- edioes that seemed to linger among the dark 
foliage. 

** I like those national calls to prayer," she said, 

as she leaned over the parapet, while the fire-flies 
glittered among tiie mass of leaves as the diamond 
sprays glistened in her hair. " The Ave Maria, the 
Yespen, the Iniaitm's ohaiitj the salutation of the 
dawn or of the night, the hymn before sleep, or 
before the sun; — you have none of those in your 
ehill islands ? Yon have only weary rituals, and 
stuccoed churches, where the ' Pharisees for a pre- 
tence make long prayers I ' As if that was not ihe 
hest^-the only'-^temple 1 " 

She {^ced upward at the star-studded sky, and 
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on her face was that graver and gentler look which 
bad come there when she sang. 

I have held it so many a time/' he answered 
her» ^^ying awake at nig^it among the long grasa of 
the Andes, or under the palms of the desert. It 
waa a Btnnge delusion to build shrines to the honour 
ui God whiiti tlierti ai'e still liis own — the forests 
and the monntains. Bat do not call my eomitry 
cold ; we are not cold ; tlieie are bold lives among 
110 ; and we can loYO^ioo well for our own peace." 

His voice iiad a ricL melody in it, and was un- 
steady over the last words; in his ejes, aa they 
homed in the shadows of the night, she saw a pas* 
sion as intense as ever glowed under the sons of 
Asia, the stronger for the rein in which it was still 
held* 

She waa silent a moment, then she laughed a 

little ; very softly. 

"Do not repudiate coldness ; it is the most pre- 
cious gift the fates give» if it be not the most poetic 
Bemember what your namesake of Erceldonne found 
when the £lf-Qaeen granted him his prayer ; where 
he thought he held an angel he saw a loathsome 
shadow. The legend covers a wise warniog/' 

" Ay I — ^but even while the honor of the shadow 
and the treachery were on him he had faith in her; 
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and Ids faith was justified; it gave him, in reward, 
his blight^ inunortal love.'' 

She tamed her head and looked at hinii gently* 
pityingly, almost tenderly. 

Ah ! yoa are too loyal for this world, far too loyal 
to spend your heart on any woman's love. It is 
only £Edry gold, believe me, whieh, if yon took it, 
would turn to ashes in your hand. And now, — a 
safe lide homeward to you, and good night.*' 

She held her hand out to him with a sweet and 
gradoits gesture, the more marked in her beeanse 
she never gave her hand in familiar salutation ; he 
bent over it, and toaehed it with his lips, a lingering 
kiss in whieh all his silenced heart spent itself. 

She did not rebuke him; she had not power to 
speak coldly or chidingly to the man whose life 
was owed her» whose head had rested in his dying 
hour on her bosom. As he rode slowly out down the 
cedar ayenue that passed in front of the terrace he 
looked up ; she was leaning still over the marble 
parapet» her form distinct against the dark masses 
of myrde foliage, the brilliance of the moonlight 
shining full upon her irom the sea. She gave him 
a farewell sign of her hand as he bowed to his 
saddle, such as from her palace-prison Queen 
Ysonde might have given to her lover ; and Ercel- 
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^toase went on through the fragrant night, his 
horse's feet heating out rich odoors 6om the trailing 
lems, dizzy irifii that riot of hope, joy, hehef, and 
desire, which is too tamnHoaas and impatient for 
happiness, bat yet w happy beyond all that the 
worid holds. She remained long in her aolitade 
opon the terrace, gazing down into the shelving 
slopes of leaf and biossoniy where the fire-^es made 
the woodland as star-stadded as the sUss. 

It is too late now — ^he would never Ibrget now^* 
lihe mormnred. **I triedtosavehimyaidbewonld 
not be saved 1 ** 
' 8«Ted from what ? Saved from her. 

A little while before, and in her own gardens at 
Naples, a brave boy, in the brightness' of his youth, 
had been run through the heart in a rapier duel for 
her sake; and she had not felt a tithe so nmch 
pain as lay on her now, so much weary, passionate, 
and^wn regret Then mftny had ealled her heart- 
less, and the mother of the dead boy 'had cursed 
her- with pitiless curses ; none would have called her 
heartless now. 

For seven or eight days time came and passed 
away, spent Uius. lie sought her in the warm 
'Snber noons, stayed with her amidst the wilderness 
of rosec), and drifted with her down the sunny sea 
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-idong atte Bospfacnis ehore, md left her only yirhm 
the midnight stars rose over the minarets of the citq^ 
of OonstBntine. He met no one in her Ttirkish 
villa, and she let him come in this familiar unbroken 
interooursd as though it were welcome to her; as 
though, indeed, their friendship had been the long- 
aecQstomed growth of years. He asked notfaing, 
heeded nothing ; he nerer paused to recal that there 
was any defiance of custom in the interconrBe be- 
tween them, or to note that she, with her wealth 
and her splendour, was as utterly alone as thon^ 
she were a recluse of Mount AthoB ; he never ob- 
served that she kept sflenee on all that could have 
explained her presence in Moldavia, or given him 
acconnt of the positian and the character of her life ; 
he never noticed, he never recollected ; — ^he was lost 
in a day-dream of such magic that it lulled him to 
oblivion of everything save itself, and all criticism, 
all neason, all doubt, were as impossible in him as 
insult and outrage to her. His own nature was one 
too bol^y free, too accustomed to the liberty of 
both action and thought, too little tolerant of the 
eerenumials and conTentionaHties of the world, to 
be awake to the singularity of her reception of him 
as others might have been. Moreover, while she 
allowed him this unrestrained communion with her* 
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he would have been a vainer man far than- Excel* 

doone who could have flattered iiimself that thia 
waa done because her heart was touched; or who 
should have brought on him his exile for ever by 
warmer entreaties for a softer joy than friendship. 
While untrammeled by any of the bonds of conven- 
tionalify, while accnstomed to a liberty of thought, 
of speech, of act that brooked no dictator, while 
distingaished by a careless negligence of custom 
and of opinion that was patrician even whilst it was 
bohemian, Idalia still kept the hght but inexorable 
rein upon liis passion, which forbade him to pass 
the bounds that she tacitly prescribed to him* He 
was a bold and daring man enough; in his early 
days he had been steeped in Tice» though he had 
learned to loathe it; he was impassioned in his 
pursuit of her as any lover that the Asian suns had 
ever nurtured to their own heat. But he loved her 
as William Craven loved the Winter Queen, as 
Oeorge Douglas the White Queen. 

One who should not have cared for her — if such 
there could have been — would have found an infinite 
variety, an endless charm in her companionship. 
She had travelled in most countries, she was fEuniliar 
with most nations, she had knowledge of the classic 
.and the oriental literatures, deep to a scholar's scope 
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and wanned with the picturesque hue of an imagi- 
nation naturally luxuriaiit, tliougli the world had 
joined with it an ironic and contemptuous scepticism 
that gave the keenness of wit, side by side witli the 
colour of a poet, to her thoughts and to her words; 
she understood men pitilessly, human nature un- 
erringly, none could have palmed off on her a falste. 
mask or a glossed action ; she had seen and known 
the world in all its intricacies ; the varietj of her 
acquirements was scarcely so singular as the variety 
of her experience; and the swift change of her mood, 
now grave to melancholy, now careless to caprice, 
now thoughtful with a profound and philosophic 
insight into the labyrinths of human life, now gay 
with the nonchalant and glittering gaiety of bohe- 
mian levity, gave her much of inconstancy, it is 
true, but gave her infinitely more of charm and 
enchantment 

Evening fell once more, closing in the eighth day 
that their intercourse had thus passed on since 
the night when he had found her as he had hunted 
the Greek to his death; they had lingered with- 
out moving in the banqueting- room ; the wines, and 
flowers, and fruits stiH standing on the table; no 
light stronger than the clear vivid moonlight shining 
on the freshly-cut flowers that strewed the ground, 
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the frescoes of the pomegranates that wreathed the 
hall, the scarlet hues meitiug away in the shadow^ 
and the tall slender column of the fountain flinging 
its foam aloft. Idulia leant back among the cushions, 
the dazzling play of her words ceasing for a while ; 
the moon's rays touching the proud arch of her 
brows, the dusters of her hair bound with a nanow 
gold band of antique workmanship, the voluptuous 
softness of bar lips, and the dark, an£sitkomable lustre 
of heiC eyes that met his own — burning with the 
eloquence he felt forbidden to put into w<Mrds,*-^ut 
were not moved by them ; they did not droop, as' 
women's often do, beneath the fire in bis, they^ 
passed on iium liiui to rest dreamily on the distance, 
where the dom^ of Santa Sophia rose against the< 
stars, and the lighted minarets glittered among the: 
cypse^ gi:oves of the .Moslem dty^ . 

" It was a fair heritage to lose through a feeble 
vanity — that beautiful Constantinople,*' she said 
musingly. ''The East and the West What an. 
empire! More than Alexander ever grasped at^ 
what might not have been done with it? Asian 
frith and Oriental subhmity, with Boman power 
and Gothic force ; if there had been a hand strong- 
enough to weld all these together, what a world 
there might have been ! 
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But to have done that would haye bMi to 
attain the Impossible ? " he answered her. " Oil 
and flame, old and new, Vmrng and dyiag, traditioa 
and sceptidsm, iconoclast and idolater^ jou cannot 
unite and harmonise these antagomBms ? " 
She gave a sign of dissent# 

The prophet or the heio unites all antagoniamsr 
because he binds them all to his own genius. The 
Byzantine -empire had none suoh; the nearest was 
Julian, but he believed less in himself than in the 
gods; the nearest after iiim was BeUsaiius-^the 
fool of a coui'tesaii ! — and he was but a good soldier, 
he was no teacher* no liberator, no leader for the 
nations. J ohn Vatices came too late. A man must 
be his omt^conrert before he. can convert otkecE» 
Zoroaster, Christ, Mahomet, Cromwell, Napoleon* 
believed intensely in their own missioDs ; htenee 
thieir influence on the peoples. How can we tell 
what Byzantium might have become under one 
mighty hand ?— -it was torn in pieces among courte* 
sans* and parasites* and Christian fEmatncp^i. and 
Houmouaians and Hoomoionsians I I haye the 
blood of the Commneni in me* • I thinly of it with 
shame when I remember what they might have 
been." 

» Yon come from the Soman Emperors ? " 



The Boman Emperors ! " she repeated. " When 
the name was a trayesty, an ignominy, a reproach ! 
When Barbarians thronged the Forum, and the 
lepresentative of Galilee fishermen claimed power in 
the Capitol 1 Yes ; I descend — they saj — from the 
Commneni ; hnt I am &r prouder that, on the other 
hand, I come from pure Athenians. I belong to 
two buried worlds. But the stone throne of the 
Areopagus was greater than the gold one of 
Manuel." 

You are the daughter of Emperors ? you are 
worthy an emiure." 

His were the words of no flattery of the hour, but 
of a homage as idolatrous as was ever ofEeied in the 
fair shadows of the Sacred Groves of Antioch to the 
goddess from whom she took her name. And there 
was a great pang at Ins heart as lie spoke them ; he 
thought of the only thing on earth he called his 
own, those crumbling ruins to the far westward, by 
the Cheviot range, where the scarlet creepers hid 
the jagged rents in the walls, and owls roosted 
where princes once had banqueted. 

** An empire ! J. thought so once," she answered, 
with a low, sli^^t laugh. " I had dreams — of the 
sceptre of my ancestors, of the crown of the Violet 
City, of an Utopia here, where east and west meet one 
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anoihery and nature would give ns a paradise if men 

did not make us a hell. Dreams — dreams — youth 
is all a dream, and life too, some metaphysiciana 
say. AViiere sliall we wake, I wonder, and how— 
'for the better? It is to be hoped so, if we ever 
wake at all, which is more than doubtful I " . 

There was an accent of sadness in the opening 
-words, but the rest were spoken with that irony 
which, while it was never bitter, was more contemp* 
tuous than bitterness in its half languid levity. He 
looked at her with a vague and troubled pain — 
there was so much in the complexity of her nature 
that was veiled from him ; seeing her life but dimly, 
'there was so much of splendour, so much of melan- 
choly in it, that exiled him from her, and that 
oppressed him ; the more magnificent her lineage or 
her fortunes, the farther she was from him. 

You have one empire already/' he said, almost 
abruptly, in the tumult of the suppressed thoughts 
in him — a wider one than the Byzantine! Yon 
can do what you will with men s lives. I have 
notliing, I can lose nothing, except the life you give 
me back ; but if I had all the kingdoms of the earth 
I would throw them away for—** 

The eagerness in his voice dropped suddenly, 
leaving the words unfinished ; he crashed them into 

▼Ok I. T 
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silence with a fierce effort She glanced at him 
wiib thai graeefdl negligence mth whieh- she silenced 
all fihe would not hear. 

**No' kingdom would be a tithe so peiMsefal as 
jour manhood and your honour. Never peril those 
for any woman; there is not one i^orth the loes." 

The flash of a giddy, exultant, incredulous rapture 
ran like 'lightning tibffongh his veins for a moment, 
^he had softly repidsed, but she had not rebuked 
liim; she had' known at what his words paiosed, and 
the smile biie liad given him liad a light in it tiiat 
was almost tendemese. He did not aak^.hedid not 
tllink, where his hope began or ended ; he did not 
weigh its meaning* he dared not have drawn it to 
the light, lest close seen it should have faded; he 
-mIj felt- 
So my eyes hold her ! What is worth 
The best of heaven, the best of earth ? 

There it lies ! " she pursued, dreamily, resting 
her eyes on the distant minarets and roofs of Con- 
stantinople, rising clear and dark in the lustre of 
the moon^ imdimmed by even a floating cloud. 
"And all its glories are dead. The" B6rphyry- 
chamber and the Tyrian dyes, the Pandects and the 
•Ld>amm, the thunder of Ohrysostom and the violets 
of chiid-Protus — they could not make the city live 
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tliftt jliad daired to dethrone Borne 1 Tlie hordes of 
Hie Vorett «iid* llie tBes^'iiteiig^ flie ^mongs of 
theiScipii and ike JdliL It was bat jost ? " 

^^ntiw floldiers of Islnn wreiigieid the gods of 
Greece. Aphrodite perished that Ariaas might rage« 
andt^tUe iMsaot^ mythds ins swept away; tiuti hell 
and >4he 4evil might be believed in instead 1 When 
Ihe iOreBsent glittered 'tiuere, it half Mdrmed the 
wrongs of your Oljmpus." 

""Axidwese^siinr 

She turned^ as she spoke, towards the western 
wttften^twhere the itea-Iina ei the .^gean lay, while 
in her eyes oame the loo^ of a royal pride and of a 
diiHihleas' love. 

Greece cannot die! No matter what the land 
be ^-aowi '€h»ece— *oi£r Greeee— must live for 
ever. Her language lives ; the childri3n of Europe 
l^am it, even if they halt it in*imperfeei xrambers* 
The greater the sdiolar the^hnmbler he still bends 
to jeam the words of wisdom &om her schools. 
The poet coines to her for all his fait^t myths, 
his noblest mysteries, his greatest masters. The 
BG!tiIptor Jooks at the bh>ken fragments of her 
statues, and throws aside his Calliope in despair 
' before those matehless wrecks. From her, soldim 
learn how to die, and nations how to conq[uer and to 
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their libetti^a. No deed of heroism is done 
but^toorownityitisiiaiiiedpltfaUdtolifi^ They 
write of loye, and who forgets the Leebiaa ? Thej 
dream of freedom^ and to reaoh it they Mnetfuber 
^alamis* They talk of progressj and while they 
talk, tiiey sigh for all that they ha^ lost in Aeade-. 
mus. They seek truth, and while they seek, wearily 
long, as little children, to hear the golden speech of 
bocrates, that slave, and fisherman, and sailor, and 
8tonemaBon» and date-seller were all once free to 
hear in her Agora. But for the light that shone 
from Greece in the brealdng of the Benaiasaiice, 
Europe would have perished in its Gothic darkness. 
They call her dead 1 — she can never die while her 
hfe, her soul, her genius breathe fire into the Dew 
nations^ and ffre Ohm yonth all of greatness and of 
grace that they can claim. Greece dead! She 
reigns in every poem written, in every art pursoed, 
in every heanty treasnred, in every liberty won, in 
every god-like life and god-like death, in your fresh 
lands, which, bat for her, would be barbarian now»** 
Where she stood, with her eyes turned westward 
to the far*off snows of Cithteron and Meant Ida» 
and the shores which the bronze spear of .Pallas 
Athene once guarded through the night and day, 
the dark hght in her eyes deepened, and the flush 
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o£ a superb pnde wiui ixn her bvow^t seemed 

Aspasia who lived again, and who remembered 
Pender 

He looked ou her, with the glow of passion oa 
hiB £iee» made nobler by the poet's thoughts that 
were awaking in him. He was silent, for his heart 
was lulled with the oppressioa of his love^ as the 
great forests are silenced before the storm. 

She had forgotten his presence, standing there in 
the bush of the midnight, with the Byzantine city 
to the eastwacdf and to the west the land that had 
beard Plato — ^her thoughts were &r away among the 
shadows of the past, the great past, when the lo 
Triumphe had been eehoed up to the dim m^esty 
of the Acropolis, and the roses had drooped their 
firagrant heads on the gnicious gold of AlcibiadesT 
love-locks. 

He knew that he was forgotten, yet his heart did 

not reproach her ; she was^ far above him in his 
sights far as the stars that shone now abore Athens, 
and his love was one that would take neglect and 
anguish silently, without swerving onoe from its 
loyalty. He would have laid his life down to be 
pressed out in agony, so that it should have given 
her one passing moment of pleasure, as a rose is 
thrown under a woman's foot to be crushed as sh^ 
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steps* ifaat dying it majlend.a bieaihof fimgnmoe 

to UxQ sax &he breathes. 

"Yoa axe bom with genius, you aie msde Ibr 
BOYereignty^ and I have nothmg that is worthy to 
biing you he said long afier, wlule his .yoioe saak 
▼ery low. " Only — only — remember, . if ever you 
need it^ one man's life wiU be yonxs to be lost 
for you/' 

She started slightly wheie she leaned, mth her 

musing eyes resting on the west ; she had forgotten 
his pxesenee, and his words, thoagh ihey told her no 
more than she knew, startled her still with their 
suddenness; The look of disdainful pain that he 
had seen before come on her face — the disdain was 
not for him — ^but the smile that already to him* was 
ihe only sun the wodd held, Hngezed on her> li^a-a 
moment. 

year's pain to a true life-*-a day^s pain,' an 
hour's 1 — were far more than mine were worth* The 
daughter of Emperors^you ealled me 7 — the dau^ter 
of men who gamed away their birthright^ and i^yed 
with diadems as idiot childr^ play with olive- 
stones ! Is there much greatness there ? Gezuus I 
-^if I haTe it, I have sold it, shamed it, piloted it* 
As for you — I have had so many die for me, I asi 
tired of the shadow of the cypress I " 
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Strange though the words were, no vanity of 
power Bpoke in than» but a £Atal truth, a mouniM 
earnestness, tinged by, deepened to, remorse; the 
shadow of the cypress seemed to fall across, the 
brilliancy of her face as she uttered them. 

'* Then, — will you let me live for you ? *' 

The words escaped him before he knew they were* 
uttered, before he realised all they meant^ before he 
was conscious what he offered and pledged to a 
stranger who, for aught he knew or could tell, might 
be the head of an illustriona race, the wife of one 
of the royal chiefs of the Levtint or of the East, 
or — might be anything that Europe held of what 
was most evil, most fatal, most dangerous in her sex« 

She looked at him with a long, eamesty unwaver- 
ing look, 

" It is well for you that I will not take you at 

your word. No ! — ^your life is a noble, gallant 
thing; Ixeasure its Uberfy, and neyer risk it in a 
woman's hands." 

The calmness with which she put aside words 
that had been notliiug less than a declaration of the 
love he bore her, the serenity with which her gpize 
had dwelt on iiim, were not those of a woman who 
did or who would giye him answering tenderness; 
yet the tone, the glance with which she had spoken. 



had not been those of* one to whom he was wholly 

indifferent, or to whom his words had been repug- 
nant. It seemed as though she would never let him. 
come to her as a lover, yet as though she would 
never let him free himself £rom the sway of her. 
fascination ; she refused his homage with easy and 
delicate grace» but she refosed so that she showed 
that the man who had been saved by her in the 
depths of the Carpathian Pass had her interest and 
had her pity. 

l^oting--and for once having compassion for the. 
deadly pain that she had dealt, she smiled on him ; 
she talked to him of a thousand things with her rich, 
and graphic eloquence, that charmed the ear like- 
the flowing of music, and often sank to silence that 
only lent it rarer charm; she sang the chants of 
Bach, of Pergolesi, of Mozart; she let him stay 
with her till night had closed over the distant' 
mosques and courts of Constantinople, and she 
bade him good night, leaning again over the marble, 
parapet of the terrace, with the moonhght full upon 
her, as she gave him such a sign of adieu* just- 
so proud, just so gentle, as Mary Stuart might have 
given to her Warden of the Marches while yet she. 
knew his love and would not yield him hers. 

Yet — ere many moments passed — another sue* 



281 



ceeded hiia; ahead cooler thaa his felt the chana 
of the^ scene and fhe hour, — a pulse slower than- 
his. beat time fast, under the challenge of Xdalia's' 
eyes* 

His riYal was alone with her. 

Erceldoone set no store on any single quali^ 
he possessed ; was ignorant indeed of much 
of his own yalue; acted greatly not seldom, but 
never thought so by auy hazard; did straighUy, 
instinctively, and without prefisuse or ornament that 
which seemed to him the need of the hour, the due 
of his manhood ; held his course boldly and care* 
lessly amongst men, caring nothing for their praise, 
as little for their censure; had quick, fiery blood in* 
him that took ilame rapidly ; bad, on the other 
hand, much earnestness, much tenacity, mack 
tenderness, more far tban be knew; bad kept 
through his wmdering life a heart singularly 
unworn, a mind singularly without guile; was 
naturally prone to good Mth in men and inca- 
pable of base suspicion, and was certain when- 
ever he did love to love to his own destruction, as 
sueh natures not seldom do. His rival was his 
reverse in every quaUty,--^ool, wary, impenetrable 
under an airy semblance of nonchalance, vam^ 
with the pardonable if overweening vanity of un« 
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iiSEal powerSi £xmlj cojoscious of tliemaelyes, 
iBArdxDatfiljr. ambiiioHS, but even thatrin a keen, 

critical and studiously syi^matio manner^ the 
Anglo-Venetian thought Erceldoune nothing more 
than a &ie animaL physically, and half a fool men- 
taUy» underrating what was diBsimilar to hiiaaelf 
with an error not uncommon wiik minds of his 
aftamp> when their diadainfnl egotiatio measarement 
has not been corrected by the experiences of a long 
Ule. Yet» widely diverse though thty .weie» aaiL 
utterly contrasted in every iota, the one wlio never 
resisted his passion* and never thought of. her. save 
with such chivakous trust and absolute self-aban-. 
donment as . were instinctiTe to his temperament^, 
was scarcely more a prey to it than the other, 
who, with his love, blended a thousand threads of 
policy, design, and covetous intrigue, and hated 
it for having stolen on him, hated it for haltiug on 
his lips, hated it for levelling him with the herd he 
had so contemptuously despised ; hated it because, 
for the first time, he had found a talent stronger, a 
logic surer, and a perception keener and subtler^ and 
courage more daring and careless than his own; 
because, in ^ine, he had found his master, and found 
it in a woman. 
This, a knowledge not easily to be pardoned by 
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one like him, made a cextain acrid jealousy, a cextain 
smartened MtteniMSr tinge- even the passioii. inio 
which she had surprised him when the dark eyes of 
Idalia glanced over tarn and read thou^ta be had 
fencied unbetrayed by speech or sign, or "when her 
careless ironies smote him .back .urith the polished* 
piercing weapons of Ms own seefytic indifference, his 
own unyielding philosophies* .which were. as. reaL.in 
her as they had heen till late in him. 

hoi many years this woman had. been. bat. a 
name to him ; only a name, through a succession 
of hazards, that had time after time kept, their 
meeting deferred; hat. a name that had.^venia 
personality to him, and had been interwoyen with 
many of the more critioal essays and.enterpcises 9t 
his career. 



Moving throof^ the gore^'Stained^ artillery-tr 



maze of Lombardic fields, where in some unre- 
warded skirmish, yoong,. eager, patriotic lives had 
Leea shot do\Mi by the troops of Austria, gasping 
to their latest.fareath Italia hxA da sel" he. had 
stood beside some shattered wreck of brightest man- 
hood that had fallen there, down head-first into the. 
yellowing wheat, and when he had thought all life 
was dead in that broken. mass,. above which the . 
tangled com-stalks nodded and met in summ^. 
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winds, he had caught a last sigh, a last breatli in 
which, the name of Idaiia was hlent with the name 
of Italy, and died together with it down the Lorn- 
beid hreeze. TraTelling mce thxongh Bnssian 
bteppes of snow in the decline of the yeai-, when 
all natoxe was peiiflhing, and the great hleak yexats 

of whitened plain bUetched out uubioken to Sibe- 
xian desolation^ he had found a prisoner working 
in fetters, — a haggard, blcai-eyed, scaicely human 
thin|^ livid with the hue of the lead-mines, disfigured 

with the ravages of frost- bile, idiotic, with a strange 

■ 

dull stupor, that made him utter incessantly as he 
toiled in a gang, one word alone ; and, he had 
known that in this wretched creature was the 
wreck of what once had been the finest, the most 
fiexy, the most gUttering of all the anstoccatic 
Boldi^ of Poland ; and that the word he muttered 
ever as he laboured was that which had been his 
ignis &tuuB, his idol, his ruin, — ^Idalia. In his 
own Venice, he had once seen a terrible struggle : 
it was when a mere lad of Venetia, a child of 
seventeen years, with the clear wild noble eyes of 
a young eastern colt, had been brought in amongst 
others who were rebels,*' and was given over to 
. the rods that he might tell who his chiefs and his 
comrades were; the boy was frail of make, and 
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weakened with gtmehot wounds, and he .reeled luid 

fell thhce under the rain of Austrian blows, but his 
teefh clenched on his tongne, and bit it through, so 
that no speech should pass it, and when the strokes 
told *at last more mortally than ihose who lashed 
him knew, he smiled as he murmured, though his 
mouth was fall of blood, ''TeU her I died silent ! 
and he who had heard had sent the farewell message 
to Idalia, at whose bidding that silence was kept» 
Once on the brow of a steep hill, looking over the 
Moravian highlands, with the wide wastes of barren 
grasslands, mingled with jagged piles of bare rock 
or stunted laarches, with here and there the sharp 
peaks of a pine belt to break the outline, and the 
angry lustre of a red evening fading oat in ihe hot 
autumn skies, be had seen a Monarch, the centre 
of a little knot of Cuirassier officers, draw near, and 
look hardly and eagerly across to the westward, 
where, far as the eye could reach, a dark shadow, 
like a hovering bird above the stony plains, marked 
the place where the Uhlans rode down on a fugitive's 
wake ; and when reekiug and breathless and spent, 
the troopers dragged their weary horses backward 
without the prize they had pursued, he had heard 
the Kaiser mutter in the gloaming of the night, I 
would give a province for that one woman ! " and 
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ibsiMmaii had liean.Idalia. She had hfeen lang 

Uiiis a name on liis ear, and in his schemes, and 
when at last ahe ihad haeome kAoim to him^ he had 
learned to wonder no more at the name's magic. 

To ten her he had nerer- Ytfiitimd, <veally 
audacious as his temper was : ciroumstances muted 
them 'eloeely^'m wme Udnga* bat'mth ^all hia 
tact and all his daring, he had neYer been ahla 
to seduce himself into the self-flattej of deeming 
that she would heed his love- words. She heard so 
many,' the story had no attradtiofi for hei:;iBnd 
apart from his own sense of how contemptuously 
e^reless she ms of how men suffered for her, wis 
the reluctance of chafing pride to acknowledge that 
he also paid the lile*ooin of his smxender to one 
who could tempt like Calypso, and remain cold as 
Casta Di'va, while her spells worked* 

Yet he could not restrain one mask of 'tibie pas* 
sion— jealousy — as he sat that night beside her, in 
the dining-hall of the Tudckih lilla, and stretched 
himself from his pile of eusbions to lift from the 
eadrpet a white riding glove, that caught his eye 
where it lay. 

''A stray waif of our beggared laird's, is it not, 
madame 2 He has been here to-day? " 

If you mean Sir Fulke Erceldoune, he only left 
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an hour or so ago. I ironder yoa did not meet 

''No; I saw nothing of him. The Moldavian 

bullet did him good service, since it has won him 
ao mneh of yonr interest He shonld be vastly 
indebted to it ! " 
Bhe langhed a Ixttle. 

" Surely, a bhot in the lungs is not so very 
pleasant a matter "that a man need be grateful for 
it." 

''Are there not many who risked shots far more 

mortal than iiis in tlie mere iiopc to win what they 

never did> but he doe»— your pity ? 

She sliTugged her shoulders ever so slightly. 

'' Why dioald yoa imagine I pity him ? Have 
you not seen him here ? " 

The^ emj^iaais :qpoke more than volumes could 
haver^done. Her 4^6mptoion bowed Idii head. 

« True I The leal mercy would have been— ex- 
dusion ! Yet pity him yon do, miladi, since you 
bade me ' barm him at my peril ! ' " 

She looked at him such a curiously fixed regard, 
that had a hundred meanings in it. 

^*Let us make an end of this fencing,'' she 
said, quietly. There are none here to dupe. 
We can q^eak frankly. We have done this man 
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qoite evil enough without bringing more upon 
him/' 

" We I I £edl to apprehend you — " 
She gave a little gesture of impatienee. 
Monsieur, you have, not known me very lon^^ 
or you would know me too well to' attempt those 
tactics. Evasion answers nothing with me; and 
•why should we attempt it ? Our cause is the satne, 
•and we both are equally aware that this brave- 
hearted gentleman was the prey of its viler 
-adherents." 
« But " 

"Pardon me; I have said we both know it. I 
have .grace enough to blush for it : and you*— ? " 

For the moment a faint iiusli of shame kindled 
over his face ; he was for the moment silenced, em^ 
barrassed, uncertain how to reply; he had never 
dreamed that Ids share in the Carpathian attack — 
-which his intelligence had directed unseen, though 
•his hand was not active^ nor his complicity involved 
in it^had been suspected by her, and he was now 
ahnostyfor the first time in his life, astray in the 
twilight of bewildered doubts, of intricate appre- 
hensions. 

She laughed slightly again, 
i Ah ! I told you you did not know me ; you 
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thotiglit yon had deemed me I Well, never fseek 
that again. A man once did : a man of Leghorn ; 
he was clever and vain ; he said, to himself, **AltrOf 
a woman I and they obey her ? I, for one, X will 
not ; I win blind her/ And he thought he was strong 
enough. He stole away, like the fool that he was, 
and carried his scheme with him — ^his scheme to 
treat with Austria unknown to us; unknown, he 
thought, to the yery walls of tiie room he slumbered 
in, to the very river reeds he walked by, he thought 
himself so strong. Bat I learnt it.** 
"And then?" 

" Then ? Why then I taught him what such 

an error cost." 

"And that cost was?" 
What he merited. It had been better for him 
that he had never been bom.'* 

A chill, of something that was almost fear, passed 
over her listener's coMi keen, courageous nature ; 

he, too, held that whicii was concealed from her, — 
if she avenged treachery thus ? 

** Vengeance, Madame ? " he said, scarcely caring 
what triviality of speech served to screen his 
thoughts. " Surely nothing so barbarous lingers 
amidst so much worldly wisdom, nothing sa fero- 
cious harbours amidst so much divine witchery ? " 

I. V 
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E6T«ngefiil ? No. I do not think I am that; 

though one knows ill one's owu enors. It is easy 
to forgiye; we cu^om where we pardon» but we 
]^(\r don because we scorn.** 

She spoke musingly, with a grave and weary 
meditation as though memory, and not his words, 
usurped her : then» suddenly, she shook away any 
darker remembrance that dwelt with her, and 
turned fuU on him brilliant, penetrating eyes of 
half-contemptuous questioning. 

" Some one of you it was who wrought that glo- 
rious piece of honest work in the Carpathians. You 
see, they were afraid that I should know their scheme : 
they stole out to do it in darkness; they thought 
that I should never learn it» But it all came to 
me; simply enough. I found their Yictim and saved 
him ; and when Marc Lassla dragged himself half 
dying to my lodge in the mountains, and gasped us 
out a lame history of a bear-play, telling that young 
Yhstchnau lay dead in the woods from the brate's 
embrace, the whole was clear enough to me. The 
dying man's and the dead one's injuries were both 
no bear's wounds, but the fruit of pistol bullets; 
and though Lassla breathed his last in an hour 
or so, saying no more, I knew well enough that 
they had both been shot down by the Scot, and 
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that the planned attack had been done by my 

people by mine ! " 
There was a deadly bitterness in the last words, 

an ominous meaning: such as might have nm 
through Catherine of Bussia's speech when she 
found a vassal faithless. 

"Your people!'' His surprise was admirably 

feigned, but it did nut deceive her. 

Never trouble yourself to assume ignorance t^' 
she said, with a certam amuse nieut at his dis- 
comfiture. You knew very well of the plan 

" On my honour '* 

''Have we any of that quality amongst us to 
swear by ? *' 

" Nay ! as a gentleman, as a man, I declare to 
you I knew nothing of it.** 

She bowed her head; courteously, as one too 
highly-bred to accuse him; carelessly, as one too 
worldly-wise to believe him. 

" Nothing ? " he averred, irritably mortified by 
that imspoken incredulity. You. may believe me, 
madame ; fcom my policies, if not my virtues, I am 
totally opposed to every sort of violence ; deem it 
ill-advised, uncivilised, barbaric : invariably give my 
veto against it Force is the weapon of savages ; 
learning has done little for us if we cannot find a 

V 2 
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better, a suref, It more secret tool. To prevent the 
wild spirits that joia us from followiug their brute 
instincts, and blnnderiDg headlong into nnwise 
action would be impossible. You can do more than 
most ; but I doubt Very much if yon have not often* 
times roused tigers whom even you could not tame 
when once they had tasted of slaughter. The evil 
of every national movement is that the majority, 
once allowed to move at all, refuse to proceed by 
intellectual means^ and loose themselves at once to 
physical violence, in which every good thing is lost» 
every temperate voice drowned. It is this sort 
of fiektal misconception from which such criminal 
essays as that which attacked Sir Fulke Ercel- 
doune proceed: it is impossible to avoid their 
a2)i)earing alike expedient and pardonable to a cer- 
tain class of characters." 

The explanation was given with graceful ease, 
with eloquent address : she heard it with courtesy, 
also witk incredulity. 

Yes ; and that ' class ' serve as excellent weapons 
for brilliant intelligences ^vlIicll need to use them ; 
excellent scapegoats for such intelligences when they 
do not care to appear in the intiigues they suggest." 

He felt the thrusti yet he parried it with seeming 
tranquillity. 
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''That is bat too true, indeed, and the nnserapu* 
lousness is not, alas ! on the side of the mere inau* 
vau sujets. Apropos, madame, you know all things ; 
who then was the leader of the Carpathian episode? 

A stem impatience passed for an instant over the 
splendour of her face, mingled with something of 
more woimded pain. 

You must know too well whom I. supposed to 
be 80." 

The answer was yexy low ; there was a thrill of 
passionate shame in it. 

" Ah ! " There was a whole world of gentle sym- 
pathy, of profound comprehension in the deep breath 
he drew. "Was he not then implicated ? " 

She lifted her head and looked at bim long and 
steadily : there was more tluiu cuntemplation in the 
look. You can better tell that than J." 

" No. Indeed you wrung me, niadame. May I 

hear what you think yourself now we are on the 

subject." 

A scorn that she repressed in utterance flashed 
with a weary darkness in her eyes. 

I would have sworn — Yes, He has sworn to me 
by the only name I eyer. knew bim to bold sacxed| 
No." 

''Why donbt bim, then ? " 
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Why ^ Ask me rather wiiy, even oa his oath, 
betieye liim ! " 

The impetuous disdain that burned tlirough the 
retort had scathing satire in it He looked at 
.her with an admiration that was the more vivid 
because he thonght her intentionally deceiving him, 
and thought also the deception so magnificently 
wrought out. 

** Ah, ma belle Comtesse," he murmured, in his 
liquid flowing French, that both habitually used. 
** That you should have to feel this ; that yo\x should 
have to give such passion of contempt^ to one so 
near to you ! It is ' Atliene to a iSatyr.' How is it 
that, with such an inspiration as you beside him, 
Conrad lias iiever " 

She interrupted him ; and with the ironical cold 
nonchalance of lier common tone resumed, 

** Count Phaulcon is at least your friend, mon« 
sieur ; let that suffice to dismiss his name. I sus- 
pected him; I do still suspect him. Did I think 
that he had been on the Turkish shore last night, I 
should have certainty in lieu of suspicion; but in 
sayinj:; this to you I say no more than I have done, 
or shall do, to him himself/' 

"And to Monsieur Erceldouoe ? " 

"No." The answer was rapid and peremptoxj. 
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She turned her head to him with something of the 
goaded ioo^atieDce of a stag at bay mingling with 
her careless dignity. "How can you ask? You 
Iiave heard him say he will kill his assassin if they 
ever meet. And he would be justified." 

" And his 'justification * would free you not a 
little. Ah, where is there any sophism that will 
curve round to its own point so deftly as a wo- 
man's!'* thought her companion, while he bent 
forward with a gentle defiarence in his air, a hesi* 
tating S3naipathy in his tone : 

"Count Phauicon is my very good Mend, it is 
true, madame ; and yet I scarce think I deseired to 
be reminded of that by a rebuke, because I cannot 
choose but regret that — '* 

** Begret nothing at my score, monsieur." 

" What! not even that which you yourself regret?*' 
When X tell you that there is such a tiling, not 
before.** 

"You ai*e very cruel " 

** Am I ? Well, I have no great liking for sym- 
pathy, luid not much need for it. li one cannot 
stand alone, one desenres, I &ncy, to £alL Poets 
have liiade au idol aud a martyr of the sensitive 

plant; theiruseof itisannnwiseaUegoiy: to shrink 

at every lunch, to droop at every stroke, to be at 
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the mercy of every hand, strange or ^uniliax^— an 
odd virtue that J. It would not commend itself to 
me." 

True. Ja sensitiveness much after all except 
vanity quick to be womided, as the sea-dianthus that 
dies of a finger thrust at it ?. Believe me, I meant 
not to offer the insult of pity, scarcely dared to 
intend the familiarity of sympathy ; I merely felt—* 
forgive me if I say it— I have long known Conrad, 
I have but of late known you ; can you not guess 
that the old and the recent friendship alike tell me 
that you, despite all yoiu* pride, indeed because of 
all your pride, are bitterly galled, are shamefully 
companioned by a life unworthy you ? " 

He paused ; he had doubted in how to he might 
venture even thus much, for she was of a nature to 
which compassion was miendurable, a thing to be 
shunned far more than pain itself. He knew that 
already; had he never known he would have seen it 
in the barely perceptible quiver with which she 
drew away as a high-hearted and fearless hound 
will take its mortal wound, and refuse a sign of 
suffering. 

" You say a fact too plain for me to give it denial," 
she said, chilly; " but it is also one that I must decline 
to discuss with you. Let us talk of other matters.''' 
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Kveii lier companioii's long- U allied audacity was 

not bold enough to force lier on a theme Bhe thus 

refused. 

''ForgiTe me/' he munnmed huiriedljt 'Ut is hard 

sometimes not to speak out one s thoughts." 

** I thought the hardship rather lay in being some* 
times compelled to do so.'* 

" YoiiwiWjestI " 

" Well, jests are. better than tragedies. Life is 
always jostling the two together.'^ 

** We are like enough to have one tragedy, madame, 
if that hotheaded courier's suspicions point the same 
way as yours do/'— he spoke irritably, inconse- 
queutly ; for he was both checked and incensed* 
It is not likely they will ever do so/' 

" Why ? Suppose — ^merely suppose — ^your fear 
aright, and that Conrad and your new friend eyer 
meet under your root ; what then ? " 

She did not reply for a moment, whilst a shadow 
of many memories, tinged with somethxug of a smile 
passed over her features. 

What then ? Why then I should know the 
truth of this matter^ which ManHeur man ami here 
refuses to tell me." 

He felt the sting ; and he knew that he had better 
provoke no more encounters with a womaas wit. 
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And beiug piqued lie wronged lier, as pique com- 
mozilj wrongs thoee who have pzoToked it; and 
thought that she knew far more of this thing than 
eYon he himself. 
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"liA BELLE BAME SANS MEBGl.'' 

When he also liad left her, she leaned awhile oyer 
the terrace^parapety mth her eyes musingly dropped 
on the shelving mass of myrtle blossom, and as she 
stood there in her solitude, a step hurriedly crushed 
the fallen leaves of pomegranaLe £owers ; before 
she saw him, a man had thrown himself before her, 
pressing his lips on the trailing folds of her laces, 
kneeling there as one kneels who sues for life* 

" Idalia ! " 

She started and looked down ; and drawing her- 
self from his clasp with the gesture of her habitual 
haughty grace, turned fxom him without a word, 
bending her head with a silent salutation. 

"Idalia! — I have come only to look upon your 
fcce." 

The yibration of intense suffering in his voice 
made her inToluntarily pause : but when^die spoke 
it was with a calm indifference, a pointed meaning. 
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do not re&iye this erening, Monsieur; did 

not my people inform jou so ? 

A quick shudder shook him ; he it was who 
had worn the badge of the Silver Ivy, and had 
answered Victor Vane with three hrief pregnant 
words — To my cost 1 " To his cost» his most 
bitter cost, he had loved her, and he had forced his 
way to her here in the quiet of the night. He 
grasped again the hem of her dress, and held her 
there, loo]dng upward to that fiEur and fatal face in 
the radiance of the full moon shining from the sea. 

She had destroyed him : — ^but he could not look 
on her without growing drank with his own idolatry 
as men grow drunk with wine. 

Idaiia I hare yon no pity— no remorse ? Yon 
know what you have made me, and you give me no 
mercy ? Is your heart stone ? " 

No change came on her face ; she smiled with a 
negligent disdain. 

**You liave studied at tlie Puite Si. i)»laitinl 
That is not the way we speak anywhere else in 
Palis." 

There was a contemptuous languor in the wordf 

more cruel than the bitterest utterance, in earnest, 
would have been ; with scenes and hours so vivid in 
his memory^ in which his love had been lavished at 



Digitized by 



"UL BELLE DAME SANS UEECL" 801 

her &et, and gmmed in her smiley «nd welcomed hy 

her wordy they struck on him as passing all that 
histofy had ever held of women's traitorons heart- 

lessness. 

Idalia was now — ^what mnch evil done to her had 

made her. 

His hands clenched on her dress in a eonyolslTe 

"WTetchediiess. 

Have yon no heart, no soul, no conscience ? I 

laid down all I had on eartli for you. ; I gave you my 

peace, my hononr, my abject slayery. And yet " 

His voice died inarticulate, while the liglit from 
the sea fell on his nptnmed &ce — a face of fair and 
gallant cast, of ancient race, and leonine blood, in 
the early prime of manhood, yet now worn, haggard^ 
drawn, and darkened with the hopeless passions 
that were loosening in him beyond all strength to 
hold them. 

She looked down on him, still without change of 
glance or feature. It was a tale so often told to 
her. She drew herself from him with her coldest 
indolence. 

"You came here to tell me this 2 It was scarcely 
worth while. Good evemng." 

Like a deer stong by a shot he started to his 
feet, standing between her and the shafts of jasper 
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that formed the portico into the building ; the 
endurance that had laid hun at her rnerc^^ sofierijig 
all things for her sake, living only in the light of 
her smile, and knowing no law but her desire, broke 
its bondage now and turned against her in fierce 
bat just rebuke, incoherent in its misery* 

It is true, then, what they say ! You have a 
heart of bronze, a soul of marble ? You have that 
glory of your loveliness only to draw men in your 
net and hurl them to perdition ? It is true, then t 
in worshipping you we worship the fairest traitress, 
the most angelical lie that the world ever saw 2 
Have you ever thought what it is you do ? Have 
you ever asked yourself what price we pay for Ihe 
power you hold ? Have you ever thought that you 
may tempt us, and betray us, and destroy us once 
too often, till your very slaves may turn against 
you?" 

He stood alone with her in the lateness of the 
night, his words incoherent and crushed between 
his teeth; and she knew that she bad done him 
wrong which before now has turned men into hends» 
and has made them stamp out into its grave the 
beauty that has beguiled them and betrayed them. 
But she gave no sign of fear ; her dauntless nature 
knew fear no more than any Spartan knew it. Her 
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consdenee «Ione smote her, a pang of remorse 
wakened in her. She was silent, looking at liim in 
the sliadowy mootalight; she knew that she had 
ruined his life — a high-souled, patdotic life, fall 
of bxi^t promise and of fearless action— a life 
laid subject to her, and broken in her hands as a 
child breaks the painted butterfly. 

** God ! " he cried, and it was the iuToluntary cry 
of a great despair that broke his force down before 
the woman by whom he had been fooled and for- 
saken, yet whom he still worshipped but the moiB 
the more that he condemned her. *' That such 
beauty should only veil a heart of steel ! If you 
had ever loved- — if ever you couid love — you could 
not do such treachery to loye as this. I know you 
as you are, now — now that it is too late, and yet — 
and yet——" 

A single sob choked his voice, he threw himself 
again at her feet in the sheer blindness of an utter 
misery, his hands clutching the folds of her dress, 
his lips pressed in kisses on the senseless laces, 
conscious alone of the woman who now had no more 
thought, or need, or tenderness for him than the 
cold marble that rose above him into the starry 
stillness of the Bosphorus night. 

And yet there is no crime I would not take on 
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me at your word-^ihm is tio sin I would not siii 

for you! I know you as you are — and yet, so 
utterly in spite of all, I lore yon ! I came to-night 
to see your face once more. I go to die for Italy. 
Say one last gentle word to me; we shaUL never 
meet again on earth.'* 

She stood there, above him, in the clear radiance 
shining from the waters ; his words had struck deep 
to the core of the remorse that was slowly awaking 
in Ler; a profound pity for him, as prufuund a loath- 
ing of herself, arose; all the gentler, pnrer, nobler 
nature in her was touclied, and accused her more 
poignantly than the most bitter of his accusations. 
She stooped sliglitly ; her proud instincts, her habit of 
power, and her world of levity and mockery, made 
her yield with difficulty, made her pity with rarity ; 
but when she did either, she did them as no other 
woman could. 

She stooped shghtly, and her eyes were heavy as 
they rested on him : 

I have but one word : Forgive me I *' 

And in that one word Idalia spoke more than 
could have been uttered in the richest eloquence 
that could have confessed her error and his wrong. 
Yet while she said it, she knew that both the sin 
and the injury were beyond all pardon. 
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He looked up, hope against hope flashing in on 
bim one moment: it was quenched as soon as horn; 
her face had pain on it^ but the light that he had 
once seen there was gone— *there was no tenderness 
for him. 

His head sank again : 

** Forgive I I would iiave forgiven you death — 
I forgive yon more than death. But if you ever 
meet again one who loves you as I have loved, 
remember me-— and spare him." 

The generous answer died in his throat; never 
again« he knew, would he look upon the. loveli- 
ness that had betrayed him ; he knew that he was 
going to his death, as surely as though he sank into 
the sea-depths glistening below, and that when he 
should lie in the darkness and decay of a forgotten 
soldier's grave, there would be no pang of memory 
for him in her heart, no thought that gave him pity 
or lament in the life to which his own was sacrificed. 

He looked yet once again upward to her face, as 
dying men may look their last on what they trea- 
sure; then slowly, very slowly, as though each 
moment were a separate pang, he loosened his hold 
upon her, and turned and went through the shadows 
of the cypress, downward to where the waves were 
drearily breaking on the strand below. 

JOh. L X 
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"Where he had left her, she stood silent, the 
moonlight Mling on the white marble about her, 
tin from the sea the lustre on her looked bright as 
day. In one thing alone had he wronged her» She 
knew the weariness of remorse, she knew the 
tenderness of pity. 

Though no sign had escaped her, each word of 
his accusation had quivered to her heart; he did 
not feel its tmtii more bitterly than she. That 
upbraiding, poured out in the solitude of the night, 
had stirred her heart with its condemnation; it 
showed her what it was that she had done, it made 
her shudder from the fatal gift of her own dominion ; 
how had she used it ? 

Again and again, till they had passed by her, no 
more noted than the winds that swept the air ahout 
her, the anguish of men's liyes, the fire of their 
passions had been spent upon her, and been wasted 
for her; she had won love without scruple, embit- 
tered it without self-reproach. But now, her own 
heart for once was stirred. 

" %Yhat do I do ? " she asked herself. " Euin 
their lives, destroy their peace, send them oat to 
their deaths — and lor ^vliut ? A phantom, a fidse- 
hood, an unreality, that betrays them as utterly as 
I ! The life I lead is but cruelty on cruelty, sin on 
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sin. I know its crime, and yet I love its sove* 

reignty still. I am vile enough to feel the charm 
of its power, while I have conscience enough to 
abhor its work." 

The thoughts floated through her mind where 
she stood, looking over to where the sea lay, the 
dark outline of some felucca alone gliding spirit-hke 
across the moonlit surface. 

The last words of the man who had left her 
seemed to echo still upon the air ; the summons of 
conscience, the reproach of the past, the duty and 
the demand of the present, all were spoken in them. 
Even as he had uttered them, she had thought of 
one whose fate would be the same with this which 
now upbraided her, and pleaded with her. She 
knew that he should be spared. It might not be 
too late to save him — ^to save him from herself. 

He who had left her to go out and find a soldier's 
death on the blood-soaked plains of Lombardy, stood 
between her and the other life which she had once 
saved from such a grave, and which now was in the 
first flush of faith that held her rather angel than 
woman, and of love that had sprung up, full grown 
in one short night, like a flower under tropical 
suns. 

Better one pang for him at first than for a while the 
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Bweetness of a cheated hope, to end in lifelong 

deBolatioD, like that which had to-night risen before 
her, and arraigned her for its ruin. 

" Most men in their passion love but their own 
indulgence ; but now and then there are those who 
love us for ourselves ; they slioiild be spared," she 
thought, still standing, her face tamed once more 
towards the sea. 

They called her nnserapnlons, she had been so ; 
they called lier heartless, merciless, remorseless, in 
all her poetic beauty; there had been too much 
truth in the charge ; much error lay on her life, 
ipreat ruin at her door; but of what this woman 
really was her foes knew nothing, and her lovers 
knew as little* With neither was she ever what 
she now was, looking on the white gleam of the 
surf where it broke up on the sands below — ^now« 
when she was musing how to save again, from her- 
self, him whom she had once saved from the grave. 

In the break of the morning Idalia rose ; and 
thrusting back the green lattice of her casement 
glanced outward at the east The loose silken folds 
of a Tmkish robe floated round her, her face was 
pale with a dark shadow beneath the eyes, and her 
hair lay in long loose masses on her shoulders, now 
and then lifted by the wind. She was thinking 
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deeply and painfiilly, while her eyes followed me< 

chanically the flight of "whUe -winged gulls, as they 
swept in a bright cloud above the water. The 
reproaches that had been uttered to her a few hours 
before still had their sting for her» the truths with 
which thej liad been barbed still pierced her, 
' Proud, fearless, negligent, superbly indifferent to 
the world's opinion, contemptuous of its censure as 
she was careless of its homage, she still was not 
steeled against the accusation of her own heart and 
conscience. She was no sophist, no coward; she 
could look at her own acts and condemn them with 
an unsparing truth ; though haughtily disdainful of 
all censure, she tore down the mask from her own 
errors^ and looked at them fully, face to face, as they 
were. Erred she had, gravely, passing on from the 
slighter to the deeper, in that course which is almost 
inevitable, since no single false step ever yet could 
be taken aUme, 

The brightest chivalry, the noblest impulses, the 
most unquestioning self-sacxihce, the most headlong 
devotion, these had all been wakened by her, and 
lavished on her; — what had she done with them? 
Accepted them, to turn them to her tools ; excited 
them, to make them her slaves and her creatures ; 
won them and wooed them with sorceress charm to 
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weigh them with cold emehj at' their worth, and let 

them drift unpitied to their doom. 

Those who had loved her had heen no more to 
her than this; beguiled for the value thej were» 
hetrayed to passion that hy it they might grow 
plastic to her purpose, bent to her command. She, 
who had all the anperh, satiric, contemptnous dis- 
belief in su^ering of a woman of the world, still knew 
that, OTer and OTer again, the tide of grief had broken 
up yainly against the disdain of her delicate, pitiless 
irony ; knew that over and over again a life made 
desolate, a life driven out to recklessness and despe- 
ration, a life laid down in the early glory of ambi- 
tious manliuod, had been sacri&ced tluougk her, 
mined by her, as cruelly, as carelessly as a Jroimg 
child destroys the brightness of the butteiiiy, the 
fragrance of the cowslip, in its sport of summer-day 
chase or spring- day blossom-ball. And for what ? 
For the sake of triumphs that had palled in their 
gaining, for the sake of gains that were valueless 
now, for the sake of a sovereignty that seemed to 
brand her forehead with its crown, for the sake of 
evil things that had worn a fair mask^ of freedom 
that had grown into slavery, of daring that had said, 
" Better to reign in hell than serve in heaven." 

She had' erred deeply; all that was nohlest. 
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tenderest} most generous in her native — and there 

was much still, despite the accusers that could 
appeal against her— knew it, and did not seek to 
palliate it to herself. The career that closed her in, 
once entered, as the net closes round the bird it 
ensnares, had wearied her, had revolted her, had 
made her. phde contemn the part she played, her 
conscience plead against the woe she worked, her 
nature, grand in its mould and fearless in its courage, 
revolt from much that she had once Tolontarily 
sought and confessedly loved in the earlier years 
when it was fresh to her. And she was not happy : 
the simplicity of the aged recluse at Mouastica had 
pierced to a truth that Paris, and the world, and the 
men. who glittered round her and adored her, did 
not perceive. She was not happy. With her bril- 
liance, her power, her enteiprise, the fineness of her 
intricate intngaes, the daring of her constant adven* 
lures, the excitement of her incessant changes, no 
morbid sentiment, no passive pensiveness could have 
hold on iier or be known to her, but something 
deeper than this was at her heart ; it was the melan* 
choly of a mute remorse, the unavailing and vainly- 
silenced lament of one who finds that he has bar- 
tered his gold for stones. 
Her eyes were weary in all their splendour, as 
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tliej followed the flight of the sea-guils. She thought 
of vhat she had heen* when only sixteen seasons had 

wai'ined the lubtre of her hair, yet liad made her Hel- 
lenic heaaty in its early blush and sudden matnriiy 
almost, even then, the beauty of her present woman- 
hood ; she thought of herself as she had stood one 
evening at sunset leaning down over the ivy-mantled 
ruins of an antique bridge in Greece* looking 
across to the ^gean, flashing in the light, and thinks 
ing of the centuries far away in the distance of the 
past when those wares had broken against the prows 
of Miltiades' galleys, and been crowded with the 
fleets of Salamis ; she remembered the rivid and 
decorated eloquence that had wooed her then to her 
present path, murmuring sueh bright words of 
liberty and triumph, while the waters in their 
melody and the sunset in its splendour seemed filled 
with the grand dead names of Gracchau liome and 
of Socratic Atiiens ; she remembered how the proud 
imagination of her dawning life had leapt to those 
subtle temptings as an arrow leaps from the bow 
into the empyrean, and had seen in its ambitious 
and still child-like dreams the sovereignty of Semi* 
ramis, the sway of Aspasia, the empire of Maria 
Theresa, waiting in the future for her. 
Eight years had gone by since then, and she had 
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known the world deeply, widely, wisely ; she had 
been sated with homage and with victoxy^ she had 
wakened lore ahnost wherever her glance fell ; her 
hours had been mied witli vivid colour and inces- 
sant variety, with Inxnry and with pleasure, with 
the life of an adventuress in its airy nonchalance 
mingled with all the grace and elegance of patrician 
tastes, and habits, and wealth. And yet she was not 
happy; for the fame she had was notoriety, the 
power she had was used unscrupulously, in the core 
of the rose there was always an asp, and in the depth 
of her heart there were disappointment, remorse, 
and dishonour. 

And yet I w«is more sinned against than sinning," 
she mused. **I was so young then, and I was 
allured with such glorious beguilement. The re- 
generation of nations, the revolution of empires, the 
striking off of the serfs fetters, the redressing of 
every unjust balance, the conquest of empires and 
liberties, the people's homage and the monarchs* 
crowns, — ^those were what tempted me. It was the 
old fable of Satan and Eve : 'Eat of this fruit, and 
ye shall have the knowledge of heaven and earth ; ' 
* Believe iu me, follow me, and you sliaii iiave glory 
beside which Paradise is poor, kingdoms beside 
wliich Eden is a desert 1 ' And I took the fruit. 
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How could I tell then that it would be all a 



The thoughts floated through her mind, leaning 
there wearily against the lattice, while the early 
wind of tibe warm da?m stirred the hidf-opened 
scarlet blossoms of the japonica twining round it. 
But she was too integrally proud to seek x^fiige or 
exculpation in self-excuses eren in her solitary 
roTerie. 

Yet that is but half the truth/' she mused, while 
her eyes still nneonsdously followed the sweep of 
the sea-birds out to sea. ''I was sinned against 
then, in the first, but it has been my own wrong 
since. I have kept to error long since I have known 
it to be error. I haye loved my power even while I 
despised its means and its ends. I have felt the 
intoxication of hazard till I have let it entangle me 
beyond recal. I have known the evil I did, yet I 
have not paused in it when I might. I have seen 
the fatal issue of so much, and I have gone on and 
on. I have bound them, I have blinded them, I 
have despoiled them, I have taken their strength 
and their manhood, their fiaith and their courage, 
their wealth and their genius, and ruined them all. 
I have spared none of them. I have belarayed so 
many. That has not been done in ignorance-HClWil 
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has not been palliated with the excuse of youth 

scarce conscious wLat it does." 
Her thoughts trarelled £Gur oyer past yeazs^ while 

the sun rose higher, and wLiie the man whose ex- - 
iatence she had glren back dreamed of h^r with the 

waking of the day, as of one so fai" above his love, 
that 

" Ifo liead MTO some world-genins should vest 
AboTO the treasmes of that perfect bnaat*' 

She remaiiied still and silent at the casement till 
the distant call of the drums, as the Soldau went up 
to the mosque for the sunrise prayers, died Boffly 
away on the air. 

I will save him at least. One sharp blow--— and 
perhaps he will forget. Pride will aid him ; and if 
we never meet again, I shall remain only a dream to 
him — a dream without pain," she said, half aloud. 
And, for the moment, a darker 9hadow swept oyer 
her face ; she remembered loyal eyes that had gazed 
their eager passion into hers; she remembered 
leonine strength that would have been felled into its 
tomb but for her; she remembered that the man 
who had sought her with such untiring patience on 
the clue of one frail memory, would not forget in a 
day, in a year. But her resolve was not shaken. 

I will save him if he will be saTed;*-he, at leasts 
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sLull have nothing with which to rej>roach me," she 
thought, while she iratched the grey sea flash between 

the facurkt hlubisoxuii of the japonica tendiiis. Theii 
flhe tamed away from the window, and rang a hand- 
bell that had once belonged to Catherina Medici : 
like the one whose long slender palm had before 
touched the spiral column of its handle, she never 
hesitated in any coarse when her resolve was taken, 
she nerer swerved when once she had decided. 

The Nubian slave, who attended her wherever she 
travelled as h^ maid, answered the summons from 
where she stood in the ante-chamber. 

" Tell Paulus that I start for Naples this m(xm* 
ing. He knows what to do. I leave by ten." 

The Nubian bowed to the ground, and withdrew. 
Her mistress stood beside the table where the bell 
was placed, thoughtful still, with the shadow that 
had gathered on her deepening in the purple light 
that fell through violet curtains near. She was not 
a woman to whom regret was familiar; — ^many would 
have said she was too heartless : it was rather be- 
cause she had seen, and known, and penetrated too 
much to be lightly touched ;—but a great tearless 
pain gathered in her eyes, and her hand closed with 
a gesture of impatience on the sharp metal circle of 
the bell. 
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He will be stung to the lieart-^-uid yet, better 
one pang at once!" she said in her solitude* ''What 
«OTild it avail him to know me more except to suffer 

longer ? '* 

Her resolve was not changed^ vacillation was 
impossible to her; she had none of its weakness in 
her nature, but a regret poignant and almost re- 
morseful was on her. She thought of the fearless 
fidelity with which he had refused ever again to 
become as a stranger to her, she thought of the fealty 
that she knew so well he bore to her, that had 
looked out from the ardent worship of his eyes in 
the calm of the eastern night a few short hours 
before. 

And she was about to kill this at a blow, because 

the prayer of another had pierced her heart and 
pleaded with her to spare him^ if it were not too 
late. 

A new life liad dawned on Erceldoune. I 
All his old habits of soldier-like decision^ of 
sportsmanlike activity, were broken up; he who 
had used to find his greatest pleasures in the saddle 

and the liile, in waiting high up in a leafy nest for 

the lions to come down to the spring to drink, and 

in riding wild races with Arabs over amber stretches 
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of torrid sand, in spending whole cUiys alone 
among the sedge-pook of ike Border fowl, and in 
biyonacking through a scorching night with Brazil* 
lian guachos, had now changed into the veriest 
dreamer that ever let the long hours steal away, 

— ^floatmg vp, bnglit forms ideal, 
Half BeziBe*8appHeclt and half luiml, 
Idke nmaic jmngling with a dream." 

He lived in a land of enchantment, whose sole sun* 

light was a woman's glance; he gave himseK up 
without a stnig^e to the only passion that had ever 
touched his life. Now and then forebodings swept 
over him ; now and then his own utter ignorance of 
the woinaii to vvliom he was yielding up his destiny, 
smote him with a texxihle pang, hut very xaidy : in 
propuitiun to tke lengtii of liis resistance to such a 
subjugation, was the reckless headlong force of his 
fall into its power. Moreover, his nature was 
essentially unsuspecting ; and he had an old«world 
chivalry in him that wonid have made it seem to 
him the poorest poltroonery to cast doubt on the 
guardian-angel who had saved him £rom the very 
jaws of death. His mother, lost in his earliest 
childhood, had been of Spanish race; neglected by 
her lord, she had been left to break her spirit as 
she would ag^dnst the grey walls of the King's Best, 
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longing for the perfame and the colour and the 

Bouthem winds of her home in the Vega, while the 
Border moors stretched round her, and the Cheviots 
shut her in until she died, like a tropic bird, caged 
in cold and in twilight. A softness, inherited from 
the tenderness and the enthusiasm of her southern 
blood, was latent in her son, little as he knew it ; an 
unworldliness and trustfulness were in his nature, 
though he did not perceive them ; and though his 
career had done much to stitngthen the iion-like 
daring and athlete's hardihood of his character, 
on the other hand the pictuiesc[ue colouring and 
Taiied wandering in which his years had been 
spent had done much to preserve the vein of 
romance within him, nnwom while UDsaspected. 
Nothing had touched this side of his natme 
until now; and now, the stronger for its past 
suppression, it conquered him in its turn, and ruled 
alone. 

When he left her that CTening he could not sleep; 
he rode far and fast through the late night, dashing 
down into the interior, along sandy plains, and 
through cypress groves, across stretches of tangled 
vegetation, and over the rocky beds of dried-up 
brooks, or the foam of tumbling freshets. The swift 
rush through the cooled air soothed tiie fever in 
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him ; his thoughts and his passions kept throbbing 
time with the beat of the hoo&, with the Bweep of 
the gallop. 

So long ago loyed his namesake the Bhymer» 
when under the tree of Erceldoune — the Tree of 
Grammarye — the soreeress^lips touched his, and 

the eyes brighter than mortal brightness looked 
into his own; lips that wooed him across the dark 

Border, eyes that dared him to brave the Lake uf 
Fire for her sake. Those old» old legends! — ^how 

they repeat themselves in every age, in every 
life. 

With the dawn he came upon a pool, lying land- 
lockedy far and solitary, encircled with cedars and 
cypress and superb drooping boughs, now heavy 
with the white blossoms of the sweet chesnut, and 
while his horse drank at the brink, he threw himself 
in to bathe, dipping down into the clear brown 
waters, and striking ont into the depths of green 
blossoming shade, while the swell of a torrent that 
ponred into it lashed him with its foam, cold even 
in the east before sunrise, and hurled the mass of 
water against his limbs, firm*knit, sinewy, colossal 
as the polished limbs of a Boman bronze of Milo. 
As he shook the drenching spray from his hair, and 
swam against the current, looking upward at the 
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sky wliere the dawn was just breaking, all the beauty 
that life might know seemed suddenly to rise on 
Inin in revelation. There is an eastern fable tiiat 
teUs how, when Paradise faded from earth, a single 
rose was saved and treasured by an angel, who gives 
to every mortal, sooner or later in his life, one breath 
of fragrance from the immortal flower — one alone. 
The legend came to his memory as the sunbeams 
deepened slanting sp car-like across the azure of the 
skies, and he dashed down into the shock of the 
waters to still in him this fierce sweetness of long- 
ing for all that would never be his own. 

One woman alone could bring to him that perfume 
of paradise ; the rose of Eden could only breathe its 
divine fragrance on him from her lips. And he 
' would have given all the years of his life to have it 
come to him one hour ! 

When the day was at noun he went to her, heeding 
no more the downpour of the scorching vertical rays 
than the lihymer Lad heeded the leaping tongues 
of flame while he rode, with the golden tresses 
sweeping his lips, down to the glories of Faerie. 
Distinct thought, distinct expectance, he had none; 
he had but one instinct, to see her,' to be with 
her, to lay down at her feet, the knightliest ser- 
vice that ever man gave to woman. He knew 
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nothing of her, knew not whether she were wedded 

or unwediled, but lie knew that the world had 
one meaning alone for him now— he loved her. 
That she could ever answer it, he had bai'ely the 
shadow of a hope ; there was much hnmility in him; 
he held liimself but at a lowly account ; though a 
proud man with men» he would have felt» had he 
ever followed out his thoughts, that he had nothing 
with which to merit or to win the haughty and bril- 
liant loveliness of Idalia ; he would have felt that 
he had no title and no charm to gain her, and gather 
her into arms that would he strong, indeed, to defend 
her until the last hreath of life, as they had been 
strong to strangle the bear in the death grasp and 
to tame the young wild horse on the prairies, but 
that had no gold to clasp and fling down at her feet, 
no purples of state and of wealth to fold round her, 
bringing their equal royalty to hers. That he him- 
self could attract her, he would have had little 
belief; he did not see himself as others saw him; 
he did not know that his vigorous magnificence of 
foim, his dauntless manhood, his generous un- 
selfishness, his untrammelled freedom of thought 
and deed, might charm a woman who had been 
tired by all, won by none ; he was unconscious 
of any of these in his own person, and he would 
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have thought that he had nothing on earth ivhich 
could give him the right ever to hope for her tender- 
ness. But hope is always strong in tis till despaur 
is forced on us, however little we may know that 
hope's existence; and thought was the last thing that 
was shaped in him — thought never grouped itself 
before him ; he was still in the opium-dream : 
neither future nor past existed for him ; he was 
dmnk with his present; his loye blinded him to 
any other memory than itself. It was too wholly 
in its early freshness for it to forecast its 
fate. 

His eyes eagerly swept over the building as he 

rode up the avenue ; the lattices were all closed; this 
was usual in the noon, yet it gare him a vague dis- 
quietude and dread. The echo of his step resounded 
on the marble, as it had done when he had forced 
his entrance into what he had believed the lair 
of his assassin: it was the only sound, and the 
stillness froze his heart like ice; the mUing bay 
of the hound had never before failed to challenge 
his arrival. 

The hrst court was deserted ; in the second he 
saw the Abyssinian. 

** The Countess Vassalis ? " he asked, rapidly. 
** Is not here," answered the ncgi ess. 

T 2 
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No, most illustrious. Her Excellency left Stam- 
boul tliis morning." 

He staggered like a man who has received a 
blow. 

«* Left— where ?— why ?— for how long ? " 

The Abyssinian shook her head with a profound 
salaam ; biie kuew nothing, or would say nothing ; 
her mistress had left Constantinople; where she 
intended to travel she could not tell ; her Excellency 
was always travelling, she believed; but a note had 
been given her to deliver to the EngUsh Effendi, 
perhaps that might tell more* 

He seized it from her as she drew it from the 
yellow folds of her sash, and tore it open ; a mist 
was before his sight, and his wrist shook while he 
held the paper as it had never done lifting the rifle 
to his shoulder, when one error in the bullet's flight 
would have been instant death to himself. The 
letter brouglit him little solace ; it was but a few 
words of graceful courtesy, giving him the adieu 
that a sudden departure rendered necessary, but 
adding nothing of why or whither she was gone, 
and seeming, in their polished ceremonial, cold 
as ice to the storm of shattered hope, and 
tempestuous pain that was life in his own heart. 
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Instinctiyely as bis hand closed on it he turned 

away from the Abyssiniau, and went out of the court 
into the hot blaze of daj^ alone ; he conld not bear 
the eyes of even that African upon him in the 
desolation that had swept down upon his life. He 
went out ; where, he did not see or know, passing 
into the scorching air and into the cooler shade of 
the groves, with a blind, dumb suffering on him 
like the suffering of a dog. For her he had no pride» • 
against wounds from her hand he had no shield; 
and nothing with which she conld wring his hearty 
nothing with which she coukl try his loyalty, could 
avail to turn his love away. They had been no idle 
words with which he had said that his life was hers 
to do with what she would ; having made the yow 
he would keep it, no matter what the test, or what 
the cost* 

He crushed in his grasp that pitiless letter ;— her 
hand had touched it, her hand had written it, bitter 
as it was it was sacred to him ; and he stood in the 
vertical sun, gazing blankly down on the waves 
below the terraces, tossing upward in the light at 
his feet. The blow had fallen on him with a crush- 
ing, sickening force,-*-^ain he had lost her! Again, 
when to the old ba£&ed weariness with which he had 
so long vainly sought her was added the certainty 
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that he who had lavished his heart's best treasure 

on her was no more to her than the yellow sands 
that the seas kissed and left. 

A few hours before and her ejes had smiled on 
^ him, her presence had been with him; she had 
listened to him, spoken with him, let him linger 
beside her in ail the familiar communion of a wel- 
come Mendship ; he could not realise that he was 
forsaken by her without a word> without a regret, 
without an effort for them ever to meet again. He 
had no claim on her remembrance, no title to her 
confidence, it was true ; his acquaintance with her 
was slight, as the world would have considered. 
But he could not realise that the tie between them 
of a life saved, so powerful on him, so deathless in 
its memory for him, could be as nothing to her. 
The wanton cruelty of her desertion seemed to bim 
so merciless that he had no remembrance of how 
litUu iiuid lie had, in reason and in fact, upon her 
tenderness. The knowledge of her loss alone was 
on him, leaving him no consciousness save of the 
burning misery that possessed him. 

As he had never loved, so he had never suffered 
until now; his adventurous career in camps, and 
cities, and deserts, had never been touched by any 
grief; he had come there in the gladness of the 
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morning, full of faitb, of hope, of eager deliglit, and 
of imquestiomng expectation, and he stood in the 
scorch of tLe noonday lieat, stupified, tlie glare of 
sun and sea nnfelt in the fiery agony that had seized 

him. 

The little gilded caique, was rocking at his feet, 
where it was moored to the landing-stairs ; trifles 
link thought to thought, and with the memory of 
that first enchanted hour when he had floated with 
her down the water, he rememhered the warning 
that she had given him — the warning not to lie 
under th^ linden." 

The warning had been — she had said— for his 
sake, not her own ; was it for his that she had left 
him now ? She had implied that some sort of peril, 
some threatening of danger, must await him with 
her Mendship ; was it to save him from these 
that she had left him thus 2 Then the humiliiy 
that was as integrally a part of his nature, as his 
lofty pride of race was towards men, subdued the 
bitter sense of her cruelty : what was he more to 
her than any other to whom she gave her gracious 
courtesies, that he should look for recollection fix>m 
her ? He owed her his life ; — but that debt lay on 
him, it left no claim to her. What was there in him 
that he could hope in their brief intercourse to 
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have become any dearer to ber than any other 

cbance-met acquaintance of the hour? He could 
not upbraid her with having smiled on him one 

hour to forsake liiiii as a stranger the next, for 
mth the oatset she had bade him leave her 

unknown. 

Hot tears, the first that had ever come there since 
as a child he had sobbed over his young mother^B 
grave, rushed into his eyes, shutting out the stretch 
of the sparkling seas and the rich colouring around 
him, where Cashmere roses and Turkish lilies 
bloomed in untrained luxuriance. The sea bad no 
freedom, the flowers no ^agrance, the green earth 
in its early summer no beauty for him ; — ^he only 
felt that let him spend loyalty, fidelity, life and 
peace upon her as he would, he might never be one 
shadow nearer to her than he was now, he might 
never touch her to one breath of tenderness, never 
move her to one pang of pity. lIis strength was 
great, he had wresiLed with the gaunt northern bear 
in the cold of a Scandinavian night, he had fought 
with ocean and storm in the madness of a tropical 
tempest^ he had closed with the African lion in a 
fierce embrace, and wrenched the huge jaws apart 
as they closed on their prey ; he had prevailed in 
these things by fearless force, by human might : but 
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now, in Lis weakness and liis misery, he could have 
flung himself down on the tavny sands and wept 
like a woman for the hopes that were scattered, for 
th€! gloiy that was dead. 

Another moment, and he had crossed the laby- 
rinth of the garden, thrown himself into saddle, and 
turned back towards the city. The Greeks idly 
lying under the shelter of their fishing or olive 
feluccas drawn up on the shore, and the Turks 
sitting on their cocoa-nut mats under the shadow of 
fig-tree or vine at the entrance of their huts, stared 
aghast at the breathless horse, thundering along the 
sea-road through the noontide heat, his flanks co- 
vered with foam, and the white burnous of his 
(Haour rider floating out upon the wind. Down the 
steep pathways, over the jagged rocks, across the 
flat burning levels of sand, and under the leaning 
grape-covered walls, Erceldoune rode, reckless of 
danger, unconsdons of the fierce sun-fire pouring 
on his liead. 

He had sworn to follow her, whether her route 

were seaward to Europe, or easlwaids into the wild 
heart of Asia. Pride, reason, wounded feeling, 
wavering faitli, none of them availed to turn him 
from his course. He was true to his oath ; and the 
madness was upon him that in the golden verse of 



8d0 



his namesake the Ehymer makes Syr Tristam love 
better to go back to the risk of death and shame* to 
the land of his foe, to the old piercing pain and the 
old delicious sorcery, than to live in peace and 
honour and royalty without the smile of King 
Marc's wife, without the light of Ysonde's eyes. Let 
come what would, he followed Idalia. 

In the love he bore her there was a strange 
mingling of utter humility, of most reyerential 
chivalry, with the wildest passion and the most 
reddess daring ; in it the two sides of his natoie 
were blent. 

He rode to the Golden Horn, where tilie flags of 
every nation were streaming from the crowded masts 
in the clear hot light. He knew that her departure 
by any one of the vessels could easily be ascertained. 

To seek the guests whom he had met at her house 
to inquire of her irom the numerous acquaintance 
he had among the various chancelleries in Constanti- 
nople, and the military and naval men passing 
thxDU^ or staying off there ; to ask who she was, 
whence she came, how she was held in social 
estimation; all that might have been the natural 
course of most was impossible to Erceldoune. He 
Gould not have brought himself to speak of her to 
others ; he felt that if he heard her name lightly 
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uttered lie bliuukl strike his hand on the mouth that 
uttered it ; and intense as his longing might be to 
pierce the mystery tliat a_pparently sluouded her, 
the Quixotic code of his lore and his honour would 
have kt liim ask nothing through strangers that she 
withheld herself. He prosecuted his search alone, 
and the rapidity in such investigations gained by 
habit soon brought him the knowledge he pursued* 

Before eyening he had learned among the sailors 
in the port that a steam yacht belonging to her, the 
Jo, which had returned twenty-four hours previously 
from Athens, had taken its departure early in the 
morning; for Capri, the Greek crew had said, with 
no one on board but herself, her suite, and the 
Bussian dog. The yacht was probably by now 
through the Dardanelles. It was well known in the 
Golden Horn, the sailors told him, that she usually 
came from Europe in it; it could be recognised 
anywhere on the seas, for it always carried the 
green white and scarlet of the Italian national 
colours, crossed on the Greek ensign, a liEmcy, it was 
supposed, of her Excellency's. 

Erceldoune's eyes strained across the glittering 
expanse of water with a wistful longmg as he hst- 
ened ; every word he gathered plunged like a knife 
into his heai t , — no steamer went from the harbour 
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that day to Naples ; with twelve or twice twelve 
hours between them» how could he tell but what 
again she might be lost to him, how or where or 
when he might ever recover the clue she had rent 
asunder? 

** If that schooner were only mine! ** he muttered 
nnconscionsly aloud, as his glance fell on a yacht in 
the harbour, with her gold figure-head and her 
brass swivel-guns glistening in the sun;«^his want 
of wealth he had never felt, his natuie was too high 
toned, his habits too hardy, his temper too bold; 
but now for the first time the pang of his beggared 
fortunes struck heavily on him. Were wealth his 
own Low suuij. tlie seas that severed tliem might be 
bridged! 

A familiar hand was struck on his shoulder as he 
stood looking across at the grey arc of the Bos- 
phoms, straining his eyes into the offing as though 
he could pierce the distance and follow her with his 
gaze. 

" You want a yacht ? Take EtoUe* 1 am going 
inland on a special mission into Arabia; bring her 
back in a year's time, that will be soon enough 
for me." 

Erceidoune turned and saw a man he knew 
well; a tme and tried friend; one with whom 
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he had gone on many a perilous expedition; a 
dauntless traveller, a pure Arabio scholar, and a 
skilled negociator with Eastern chiefs and tribes. 

Tlie Etoik was at his service, with her captain 
and her crew, to take him where he would; there 
remained but the duties of the Messenger Service to 
detain him, and these, on application, let him loose* 
He had so habitually abstained throughout the 
twenty years of his service from any effort to shirk 
or shift the most dangerous or most ii l^si mti mis- 
sions, that as nothing specially required him then, 
and a courier was daily expected from Russia who 
could take despatches home in his place, he easily 
obtained his furlough, and by sunset ht; weighed 
anchor. 

The yacht steered out of the varied fleet of mer- 
chantmen that crowded the Golden Horn, steered 

» 

out to the open sea, while the scarlet glory of the 
after-glow lingered in the skies and dyed the waters 
blood-red in its light. To what fate did he go ? he 
asked himself. 

Safer, wiser, better far, he thought, that he should 
turn back with his familiar comrade and plunge down 
into the core of Asia, into the old athletic, bracing, 
vigorous, open-air life, into the pleasures that had 
never palled of forest and rifle» of lake and mountain. 
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of the clear ringincr shot and the wild day^dawn gallop, 
into the pastimes that had no taint in them^ the chase 
that had no pang in it. That old life had been so free, 
80 elastic, so unshadowed, with ail the liberty of the 
desert, with all the zest of hardihood in it» with no 
thought for the morrow, and no regret for the past, 
with sleep sound as a mountaineer's, with strength 
exhaustless as the sea eagle's. He was leaving it 
And for what ? For a lore that already had cost him a 
year of pain to a few short hours of hope ; for a woman 
of whom he knew nothing, not even whether she 
were the wife or the mistress of another ; for the 
miserable fever of restless passion, for the haunting 
torment of unattainable joys, for the intoxication of 
tempest*tos8ed desires, for the shadows of surromid- 
ing doubt and mystery. Better far let the strange 
charm that had enthralled him be cut away at any 
cost, and go back to that old life while there was yet 
time. The thought cros^d him for the moment as 
he drifted from the quay of the Golden Horn. The 
next it passed as swiftly; let him plunge into the 
recesses of Asia or the green depths of Western 
wilds, he would carry with him his passion and her 
memory ; and the schooner swept down beyond the 
Dardanelles in her pursuit, through the phosphor 
crests of starlit wares as the night deepened, and 



Digitized by 



''liA BEIXE DAME l|ANS UEBCI.'' 885 

the distance between them grew less and less with 

every dip the prow made down into tlic deep- 
grey glistening water, like a petrel that stoops to 
bathe in his passage, and shakes the spray from his 
spread wings to take a frees flight 



END OF VOIi. I. 
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